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The Face of Lincoln
hundred and thirty-five
years ago, on the twelfth of
this month, there was born in a
humble Kentucky cabin a male
infant. His parents called him
Abraham. He came to his appointed task in course of years the
hard way. Today, with that of
George Washington, his is still the
best known American face in history.
In Lincoln's face we discern
lines of innate ability. Providence
had endowed him with a singularly clear mind and with a happy
combination of other talents
which make for success. Son of
the soil, he was nonetheless an
aristocrat. That brow and eye and
mouth and chin reveal a pedigree
of pure stock. Not often, but sometimes, stock rated as poor proved
to be the best on earth. It was so
in Lincoln's case.
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There are in that face also lines
of purpose and determination. He
sought fulfillment of desire by
creative and constructive doing,
not by vaulting ambition, selfseeking glamor, and hands dripping with blood. Born in the backwoods, motherless at nine, poorly
educated, thirty-eight years old before he saw a city as important as
Chicago, yet, at the age of fiftytwo, President in our greatest national crisis.
Lines of discipline are also observable in that face. He never
asked: What will it mean to me?
He had but one question: Is it
right? Answering that, his mind
was freed from the blighting effects of personal consideration,
power politics, and opportunism.
The epithet "Honest Abe" came
early in his life. He disciplined
also his words. He is today one of
our most quotable Americans. Dis-
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ciplinel No one speaks with authority to others who has not first
spoken with authority to himself.
We also note lines of suffering
on that face. They were etched
chiefly by the burdens which he
bore for others. The griefs of
others gripped him. There is unalloyed sincerity in the letter
which he wrote to the mother
whose five sons had fallen in battle: "I feel how weak and fruitless must be any words of mine
which should attempt to beguile
you of a loss so overwhelming, but
I cannot refrain from tendering
you the consolation that may be
found in the thanks of the Republic they died to save." The
misplaced faith of those who
regarded him god and savior
wrenched his very soul.
But in that face we also note
lines of faith. They were faintly
drawn when in the backwoods of
Kentucky he pored over the
pages of the Bible. They became
more noticeable when in later life
he realized that without God he
could do nothing. They becam~
deep furrows when in the days of
the Civil War he bent his knees
before the Almighty and pleaded
for help in the country's dire hour
of need. To L. D. Chittenden he
said: "That the Almighty does
make use of human agencies and
directly intervenes in human affairs is one of the plainest statements of the Bible. I have so many

evidences of His direction, so
many instances when I have been
controlled by some other power
than my own will that I cannot
doubt that this power comes from
above."
No observance of Lincoln's
birthday will be in keeping with
the historic Lincoln unless we,
viewing his portrait in silent contemplation, rediscover in it those
lines of outstanding natural ability, selfless purpose, stern discipline, genuine sympathy, and firm
faith in God. Such a study will
stir true Americans to greater
gratitude to God and give them
renewed strength and courage to
win the war and the peace.

General Washington vs.
General Patton
the newspapers some
time ago brought the startling information that General
Patton had laid violent hands on
one of our hospitalized soldiers
overseas and subsequent reports
added that the General had lost
his temper in a similar fashion
previously, we thought of General
Washington in contrast. Two facts
of Washington's career came to
m~nd. One, that Washington had
a violent temper also, but early
in his career he learned to govern
it. As a result, no matter how trying a situation was, he never laid

W

HEN

-.
February 1944
hands on a soldier. The other,
the scene at Valley Forge when
the Father of our Country knelt
in prayer on behalf of his men
and the cause for which they
fought. In both, we see a man
worthy of the great trust reposed
in him.
General Patton, on the other
hand, has shown himself unworthy of such trust, however
great he may be as a military
leader and strategist. He has violated one of our finest traditions.
He has shown himself unfit for
leadership. He who cannot govern
himself cannot, in the final analysis, properly govern others. "He
that is slow to anger is better than
the mighty; and he that ruleth his
spirit than he that taketh a city"
(Prov. 16:32).

No Humor In This
WAY back when we were still
in prep school we began read.
ing the stories of Irvin S. Cobb as
they appeared in the Saturday
Evening Post. Since then we probably missed very few. We enjoyed
especially his Judge Priest stories
and the noble American spirit of
justice and fair play that pervaded
them. Now, to our keen disappointment, we learn that the man
who so often thrilled us with the
patriotic fervor of his stories has
proved himself so far beneath the
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noble characters he depicted that
we find ourselves deeply shocked
and disillusioned.
The revelation came about in
connection with the report of
Cobb's death. Mr. Cobb, like
Mark Twain when a similar report once reached him, wrote a
letter to a newspaper. It was the
New York Times. In that letter
he had some humorous things to
say, explaining that he was not
dead. And then, without any particular point or reason, he added
a postscript to that letter, evidently to let us all know that he is a
super-patriot. It is a postscript
that dishonors the American
name. We who abhor the atrocities committed by our enemies;
we who have prayed that God
might have pity on all who were
inhumanly treated in enemy concentration camps; we who are
championing the cause of all the
oppressed everywhere; we must
now bow our heads in shame because one of our noted fellowcitizens has sullied our national
honor and has given our enemies
cause to point the finger of scorn
at us and our professed ideals.
What did Mr. Cobb say? Here
are his unbelievably brutal words,
words so brutal that if they were
credited to the worst Nazi maniac,
we would hesitate to believe that
they could be authentic. Yet here
they are:
P.S. If General Patton has out-
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lived his usefulness by his bedside
manners overseas-but I hope not-I
venture to suggest that they fetch
him home and for just about two
weeks turn over to him the management of that nest of slimy, scaly,
shark-toothed, yellow-bellied concentrates out at Tule Lake (Japanese
relocation center in California) .
Two weeks should be ample, maybe ten days. By then peace and quiet
will have descended on that troubled
center, traveling on all fours will
have become the natural gait of the
surviving inmates and the landscape
will look as though somebody had
been cleaning fish-gills, gore and
guts all over the place.

There is no humor in this.
These words reveal a mind as
wholly un-American as it is wholly
un-Christian.

A Wise Woman
has said
D harsh things about Hitlerism
OROTHY THOMPSON

and Fascism at various times, but
she has not fallen into the pit with
others who have gone overboard
in advocating the ruthless punishment of all Germans because of
the bloody harvest which Nazism
has produced. In a carefully worded article in Life, entitled "Germany-Enigma of the Peace" she
analyzes the German problem, as
well as the European problem,
and suggests a solution. She shows
a remarkable grasp of the facts

and a level-headedness in thinking that we could well wish for all
our Allied political leaders and
statesmen.
She sets at the head of her discussion the very factual statement
that all postwar dealings with Germany will have to be with "living
Germans," not with Germans who
are dead or with Germans who
are not yet born. Then she points
out, what many have overlooked
in passing judgment on Germany,
that the present German generation is the most defrauded generation in history.
Monarchy was a fraud. Democracy
was a fraud. Money was a fraud. N ationa! Socialism was a fraud. War
was a fraud. No generation has ever
tried as many things and been disillusioned in all of them as have the
Germans.
It began as a German fairy story,
in which principalities and thrones
toppled before a mere threat. The
British Empire came to Munich like
Heinrich to Canossa. In the mind of
the German masses all that Germany
had lost was to be regained without
spilling a drop of blood. This went
on for a year. It was followed by
another fairy story. Blood would
flow, but in limited quantities for
fantastic achievements. Campaigns
were concluded in three weeks, or
six weeks, ending in total victory
Successful adventurism was climax·
ing an age of adventurism. The whole
German people had become successful armed spectators.
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Then the dream began to shatter, until Germany sees herself surrounded by an armed ring of
powerful enemies, and daily and
nightly her cities are devastated
by bombs from British and American planes, and the daily bulletins from the Russian front only
add insult to injury!
The result is that we had to
deal with an abnormal people;
not abnormal because their race made
them so, or their history, or Bismarck, Nietzsche, Hegel and Fichte,
but abnormal because they had led
an abnormal life.

To deal with them by force and
with hatred and bitterness will
not make any political sense.
A Germany that has already gone
through the experiences of the past
thirty years, if confronted by such a
Carthaginian fate, would be a country that would have an out-and-out
nervous breakdown of the most formidable and dangerous proportions.

So Miss Thompson advises cautious treatment of the patient
whose cure involves the future
safety and welfare of all Europe.
Germany must be integrated into
a new Europe that will want a
great deal more unity than she
has had since the eighteenth century, a unity
with equality for all, great and small,
with complete cultural freedom, with
political sovereignty or states rights
in all matters strictly internal, but
with a common foreign policy and

defense system and an integrated
economic order.

~
The Making of Polyglots
is being written these
M ucH
days about the gratifying results of the A. S. T. program of
foreign-language instruction. Educators are pricking their ears to
discover the secret. If they could
drill more foreign language into
youthful minds which are neither
environmentally conditioned by,
nor biologically predisposed to,
foreign-language experience, they
would be surer of their jobs. For
in the past twenty years there has
been a steady decrease of foreignlanguage students in spite of the
widely adopted practice of teachers to rest satisfied if their students
had acquired only a fair reading
ability in a given foreign tongue.
Now the army has taken over
the problem and decided that a
student must be able to read,
speak, and write German, Italian,
or Spanish within twelve to fourteen months. The army needs men
who are able to converse freely
in the language of the foreign peoples in whose countries they will
be stationed after the war. The
A. S. T. program is succeeding in
a remarkable degree to turn out
such products. But when one inquires how this is possible, one
discovers that teachers are allowed
from fifteen to seventeen hours a

j_________________
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week as compared with the paltry
four or five hours a week allowed
in high schools and colleges. Fully one-third of this time is devoted
to grammar study similar to the
classical method in use for generations, with the instruction given
in English. But the remaining
two-thirds is given over to conversation in the foreign language
between teacher and student. Is it
to be wondered at that under such
an arrangement army men are
rapidly mastering the foreign language? Furthermore, students enrolled in the A. S. T. program are
carefully selected on the basis of
native ability or previous experience in foreign-language work, or
both. We therefore ask: Why get
excited about what educators
knew all along before? Devote
more time to a subject and one
will become more proficient in it.
Practice makes perfect. We knew
all the while that a student who
practices piano or violin seventeen
hours a week will, all things being
equal, make faster and surer progress than -the student who practices only four or five hours a
week.
This is not to say that we envy
the success of the A. S. T. program. On the contrary, we are
happy that such a program has
been put in operation and that it
works. But we hope that educators the country over will see to
it that henceforth secondary

schools and colleges will be allowed far more hours for concentrated foreign-language instruction and turn out products who
possess genuine competence in the
language which they learned. Our
country will need them in large
numbers in the postwar world.
We believe, moreover, with Dr.
Joseph F. Privitera of the St.
Louis University language department:
If we are going to have the widespread knowledge of languages we
ought to have to take our place in
the postwar world, foreign-language
study should begin early, in elementary schools, or even in kindergarten,
because younger students learn more
easily.

The Sin of Profanity
profanity is a normal part of their language,
the boys in the artillery seem to
be less profane than the infantry.
The rougher a man lives the
rougher he talks, and nothing can
touch the infantry for rough and
horrible living." So writes war
correspondent Ernie Pyle, now
dispatching news from the front
lines in Italy.
"Profanity is a normal part of
their language." One asks: Where
did they learn it? No doubt, the
horrible and demoralizing experiences to which our men in the
front lines are daily subjected

A
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contribute to the employment of
profane language. Yet it would be
inexcusable short-sightedness to
assume that they acquired the
habit there. Most of these young
men entered the army more or
less schooled in the nefarious art
of profanity. Cursing and blasphemy are still, in spite of the efforts of the Anti-Profanity League,
the St. George Society, and the
Anti-Obscenity League, America's
besetting sins. As Angelo Patri
observed some months ago:
These last few years profane language, vulgar words, loose talk about
personal matters, have become stylish
in certain circles. The worst offenders have been those in the public
eye and ear, people who have been
applauded for writing, acting or
otherwise entertaining people, so it
is small wonder that our young people have copied their style . . . . It is
not possible for a young person to
take the name of the Lord in vain,
to use cursing words, and at the same
time have a heart filled with reverence for God and His works, for God
and His way of life.

What makes the situation a
most serious one is the sober fact
that all manner· of profanity, such
as cursing and blasphemy, foul
and filthy language, are fearful
sins which the holy God condemns
and severe! y punishes.
Wars are not won by peoples
and armies who excel in the vice
of profanity. Americans may set
aside every Sunday and holiday

7

as a day of prayer on which they
invoke God to grant success to
their armed forces, but if in the
course of the week they continue
to blaspheme God and all things
holy, what assurance can they
have that God whom they curse
on six days of the week will bless
them on the seventh?
In this month of February, in
which we commemorate the birthday of two of the greatest of
Americans, Washington and Lincoln, both men of prayer in times
when the future of our country
looked forbidding, Americans will
do well to ' take to heart George
Washington's appeal to his army:
The General is sorry to be informed that the foolish and wicked
practice of profane cursing and swearing, a vice hitherto little known in
our American army, is growing into
fashion. He hopes that the officers
will, by example as well as influence,
endeavor to check it and that both
they and the men will reflect that we
can little hope of the blessing of
Heaven on our army if we insult it
by our impiety and folly. Added to
this it is a vice so mean and low
without any temptation that every
man of sense and character detests
and despises it.

Like Attracts Like
of the axiom, "Like
T polesvalidity
repel, unlike poles atHE

tract," becomes questionable in
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the light of a recent sociological
study. Professors Ernest W. Burgess, of the University of Chicago,
and Paul Wallin, of Stanford University, have announced the results
of a study of 1,ooo engaged couples to discover the chief causes of
mutual attraction. The study reveals that like tastes, like interests,
like religious affiliation, and like
general cultural backgrounds are
strong factors toward mutual attraction for marriage.
Here is scientific proof that the
old maxim of opposites being inclined to attract each other does
not seem to hold in marriage. Dr.
Burgess, in collaboration with Dr.
Leonard Cottrell, made an extensive study of success in marriage
several years ago which was published under the title of Predicting
Success or Failure in Marriage. In
this interesting study data are
presented which show that religious affiliation on the part of
both marriage partners makes for
better marital adjustment. Regularity of church and Sunday school
attendance by both has proven an
important factor towards success
in a couple's married life.
The high percentage of divorces
in our day does not militate
against the institution of marriage. It rather shows the lack of
desirable attitudes toward this
divine institution. When men and
women recognize marriage as ordained by God and are concerned

about conforming their views and
ways of life to the principles
which a wise and loving Heavenly
Father has set down for them, adjustments in their married life
will not be found difficult for
them. The investigations here
cited show that divine blessings
will attend those who walk in
God's way, especially when required to meet those situations
and those problems of life which
the marital status presents and
tests. The institution of marriage
has not been ordained for the purpose of putting men and women
under a yoke and making their
lives burdensome. Unhappiness
and misery are not inherent in
this institution. On the contrary,
God's purpose for instituting
marriage was to make man happy
and satisfied; and while married
life requires adjustments and adds
responsibilities, it also provides
opportunities and joys which are
not to be found outside of marriage.

Russia Has a New National
Anthem
Moscow radio recently anT nounced
that Russia has abanHE

doned the "Internationale." The
reason given is that the People's
Commissars believe that the old
song does not reflect the "basic
changes that have taken place in
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our country as a result of the victories of the Soviet system." The
new Russian anthem, the work of
two Soviet composers, reads as
follows:
Union indissoluble, republic of the
free
Be mighty Russia, forever joined ...
Through storms our sun of freedom
shone,
And the great Lenin lighted our path.
Stalin reared us faithful to the people
And inspired us for work and great
deeds.

In view of the good feeling between our country and Russia, as
demonstrated at the Moscow and
Teheran conferences, shortly after
which the new anthem was reported to the world, is it going
too far to hope that the "basic
changes" in Russia are in the direction of the four freedoms?

Threats toWorld-Peace
o all those who do not permit
T emotion
to warp their judgment it is clear that, in all probability, the Russians and the Poles
have sown the seeds of a third
world-catastrophe.
Everywhere men and women
are hoping and praying for peace.
They want a peace that will last
a long time; but many of them
despair when they see how recklessly and how selfishly power
politics and rabid nationalism

9

play cruel games with human
lives. Russia has let it be known
in no uncertain terms that she
will retain a large slice of Poland
after the war. She declares that
she is merely claiming what was
formerly her own. She has the
power to enforce her will; but
mere strength of arms cannot root
out the intense nationalism of the
Poles. There will be trouble in
the future if a part of Germany is
ceded to Poland at the peace
table, just as there will be trouble
if Russia insists to the bitter end
on readjusting in her own way
the boundaries of the country
which, like Russia herself, has
been resisting Hitlerism valiantly
and effectively in spite of unspeakable devastation and suffering.
Perhaps the Lord of the Nations
is choosing Poland's quarrel with
Russia to let us know conclusively
that there will be wars and rumors of war in this sin-scarred
world until the end of time. The
Poles are selfish, the Russians are
selfish, and the Germans are selfish. At present Stalin has the
upper hand. Neither Germany
nor the United Nations will cross
his path.
One need not be an expert in
matters pertaining to boundaries
and nationalism to see clearly
that it is not realism to close one's
eyes to stubborn facts. The diehard Russians and the die-hard

10
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Poles may be convinced that they
are in the right fully and absolutely; but stern realism compels
all sober-minded men and women,
no matter what their nationality,
to realize with ever increasing
keenness that this war is not
cleansing mankind of the selfishness which, in the very nature of
things, will lead to future wars.
Has the Vatican forgotten this
fundamental truth? Can anyone
deny that the Holy See, like the
Kremlin, is playing a game of its

own in connection with the RussoPolish dispute? Has the Pope
learned no lessons at all from
events in Spain? And does it go
without saying that Stalin's recent
dissolution of the Third Internationale has succeeded in laying
the ugly spectre of communism as
a threat to world-peace? Stalin's
much-vaunted realism sometimes
leaves him in the lurch, and the
Vatican is not always as farseeing as many would have us
believe.

HE world today is once more at the crossroads. Let us
T realize
that in planning for a postwar world the transient assets of a policeman in the Hobbesian sense given
world-wide application will be far from adequate unless
we actualize it with the fundamental and the positive.
Should not we of the United Nations also strive for foresight and exercise under~tanding so that the vanquished
will be treated as neighbors and as fellow-beings while
punishment should be limited only to the perpetrators
of this war?- MADAME CHIANG KAI-SHEK. From her speech
to the Canadian Parliament, June 16, 1943.

PILGRIM

The

"All the trumpets sounded for him on the
other side."
-PILGRIM'S PROGRESS
B Y
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and terror of the centuries before
and after. ... A man's sin is after
all limited by the time and space
allotted to him. . . . He is completely sin, but he has only seventy years and a few square miles to
work out his sinfulness. . . . By
the cross, however, all sin is swept
up and placed on a hill beyond
] erusalem. . . . Here totals meet.
. . . All sin, total sin; and all forgiveness, total forgiveness .... The
sum of man's years and man's
shame and the greater sum of
God's forgiveness and God's love.
1944. . . . This is our faith ....
A religion without forgiveness is
only the ghost of religion which
haunts the grave of dead faith and
lost hope. . . . No wisdom, no
culture, no philosophy can give
answer to the first need of man,
the need of a hand so strong that
it can break down the wall of separation between the two worlds in
which he must live and the need

was not the first mistake

T Roman justice had made....
Other innocent men had been
crucified and had protested their
innocence through lips swollen
with agony. . . . But here was
something new on a Roman cross.
. . . No cry of protest or of pain.
... Only a prayer that those who
were doing this thing to Him
might be forgiven .... When men
crucify their God they can expect
to hear something different. . . .
Nor had a voice like this been
heard at Athens or Rome or
Delphi. . . . Other men had
reached up into the Unknown;
now God Himself was reaching
into the Known ....
His first word is His last prayer.
... It sweeps up to Heaven burdened as no other prayer in the
history of men .... Burdened with
sin.... All the loneliness and hate

•Reprinted by request from The Cresset of March, 1940.
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of a heart so great that it can take
all his sins into itself and still have
room for forgiveness . . . . Surely
one day this year-Good Fridaythese two matters, sin and forgiveness, should be remembered. . . .
With the breathlessness of approaching death a voice too long
unheard cries in the shadow of
the crosses we have raised for ourselves and others: "Father, forgive
them; for they know not what
they do." ..

~oda~

shalt thou bt \\lith

ftlt in

~aradist

not know the story of
W thedoPenitent
Thief.... Like
E

all of us, he had gone wrong; unlike most of us, he had been
caught. ... As all of us must, he
saw his life now, and at last, in
one piece: All that he might have
been and all that he had become.
... God gave him the last gift of
the dying, the full vision of the
beginning and the end. . . . Out
of it, as so often since that afternoon, came the shy flower of his
repentance: ''Lord, remember me
when Thou comest into Thy kingdom." . . . He Who had just
prayed for pardon for His murderers cannot turn away from a
thief: "Today shalt thou be with
Me in Paradise." . . . "Today."
. . . The word falls, serene and
sure, unshadowed by doubt ....

1944.... Men may argue endlessly about eternity and speculate
fruitlessly about the hereafter ....
Here it is, the inn of heaven for
two travelers who had met at the
crossing of the Way of Sorrows
and the way of sin.... It was already past noon. . . . Before twilight they were friends, inseparable forever .... "With Me." ...
"In Paradise." ... God and a thief.
. . . God and we. . . . So He will
be kind to us at the last day ....
He knows what we are and what
we shall be. . . . Now we can be
content to wait until our own day
fades to its dim evening.... His
voice will be the music of bells at
evensong, no longer from a cross
but from a throne, with the warm
immediacy and urgency of a heaven nearer than we had dared to
hope. . . . "Today."

tlloman, bthold th~ son 1
))thold th~ mothtr 1
had only another hour, but
Mary and John had a few
more years. . . . Standing at the
gate where the shadows end, He
turns for a moment to call back
to two who were still a little way
down the road. . .. Life has a way
of going on even beyond its crosses and its Calvaries.... The last
echo of the lonely walking of God
in the ways of men.... He knew
the loneliness of crowds, the call-
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ing in the night for the companionship of heaven, the dark and
listening hours of garden and hill.
. . . It will be good to know in
heaven that His mother will not
be alone· on earth. . . .
1944.... The strange loneliness
of a world which moves in the
shadow of unreason and of death.
. . . Words to hide and walls to
separate. . . . Crowds and hate.
... It shall not end with this ....
A head crowned with thorns and
universal kinghood bows down
again to the crowd that has no
home but His .... "Behold." ...
Since the cross, there is a fellowship so close that anyone of us
can with a word ask Him-and
whole flights of angels-to join us
on the way .... There is a legend
that in the years after Calvary
Mary would often kneel alone on
the summit of the hill in which
were still three holes and the
marks of an earthquake and below which were still an empty
grave and a broken door .... That
door is still open ..

ftl~
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'J:hon forsgktn fllt ~
events in
T historyare....fewTheunique
same patterns
HERE

occur and recur. . . . Here, however, is a moment in the story of
man which is unique .... Suddenly on a Friday afternoon a man
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was forsaken of God, cut off from
the living and the dead, utterly
and ultimately alone. . . . The
sudden emptiness in those shadowed eyes. . . . The sudden flood
of every sin of every soul from
Eden to Chicago, raging in a
broken heart. . . . It was then,
much more than afterward, that
He died ....
1944. . . . You see, this is sin.
. . . It is not merely a matter of
murder and adultery and gossip.
. . . Something to do or not to do.
... It is always loneliness .... It
is cutting yourself off from God.
. .. It is a deliberate turning away
from truth, from goodness, from
heaven. . . .
You see, this is redemption ....
All this He took into Himself,
alone there in the dark. . . . He
became sin for us .... A mystery?
. . . Yes, but only a part of the
great mystery which began in a
stable and was now ending on a
cross. . . . Above His "Eli, Eli"
was the sound of tearing veils, of
falling walls, of the glad crying of
those who now had a home again
after the long loneliness of sin ....
They would continue to wander,
groping, stumbling, falling, in all
the black ways which men will
walk when they turn away from
God-to the counting-house, the
fox-hole, and the roaring bomber.
... But there was a way back now,
beyond Jerusalem and beyond
thought and hope to the place

I
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where the open arms of the cross
had become the gates of heaven.

was saving the world, was thirsty. . . .

J thirst

Jt is fint.shrd

J"'lT'"'HE first and last reflection of
1l the agony of crucifixion. . . .
Perhaps He thought for a moment
of the time when, long ago, He
had said the same words. . . . To
a woman at a well in Samaria....
He had told her about the living
waters that would never fail. ...
Now He was bringing them to the
world....
We cannot be very proud of
what happened then. . . . Someone took a sponge, wet it wi th
vinegar, and held it to His lips.
. . . Perhaps it was better than
nothing.... The world's last offering to its King .... Humanity
carelessly brushing the lips of its
God with vinegar....
1944.... If you have ever asked
for a glass of water, He belongs to
you .... ''For we have not an high
priest which cannot be touched
with the feeling of our infirmities." ... He knows them all ....
There is no need through which
He has not made a path ....
Perhaps we are not very important .... But His complete humanity makes Him the Lord of little
things. . .. The broken home, the
broken life-nothing is too small
or unimportant to Him Who sees
a sparrow fall, and here, as He

1fT was one of the tense moments
1l in history when time in some
strange manner feels more like
eternity. . . . There is always a
touch of that at the hour of death .
. . . At the death of the Son of God
in a world where nothing is ever
finished there was more than a
touch of eternity. . . . His cry
came from Calvary, but it had
echoed in the heart of God as He
watched the angel in the garden
close the gate upon the lost parents of a lost race .... The door
had closed, the children were
gone, the years of separation had
begun .... Now that had ended.
. . . He took the last step on the
world's altar-stairs, and eternity
was before Him....
1944.... Here above all there
must be good theology. . . . You
see, this is atonement. ... This is
the triumphant end of an infinite
plan which comes to perfect consummation when at the close of
the third hour the Author and
Finisher of our faith breaks the
silence with the news that His
quest has ended and the yearning
of His heart has been stilled. . . .
Nothing remains to be done. . . .
Not for Him and not for us. . . .
Only to believe. . . . Every hour

,

___

_ ,

-

,--~------

15

February 1944
now in the passing of time, at the
deathbed, in cathedral, in chapel,
in metropolis, village, or wilderness, at the ends of the earth and
to the end of time, comes the voice
which has cried these nineteen
hundred years: "It is finished."
... You have nothing to do but
to believe ....

.:fathtt, into

1rh~

hands J

commrnd ftl~ .spirit
where eternity begins.
O Only
the broken sinew and
uT

the fallen head. . . . Heaven is
waiting.... The Cross is becoming the Crown ....
1944. . . . The circumstances of
living may repeat themselves ....
One failure or success may teach
us how better to meet the next.
. . . But for the supreme event
of death, life furnishes no rehearsals .... We can learn how to meet
it only from Him Who went
through the gates of death for us.
Shakespeare looked at death

and wrote:
Out, out, brief candle!
Life's but a walking shadow, a poor
player . . .
. . . the tale of an idiot
Signifying nothing.

Goethe saw death and cried:
''Light, more light." ... Anatole
France looked at it: "Draw the
curtain, the farce is played out."
. . . Now someone saw death as
is was and will be.... A gate, a
door, a beginning, not an end ....
On November 11, a few years
ago, two men were standing in
London, waiting for the tolling of
Big Ben in memory of those who
had died in the World War. . . .
The air was alive with the memory of the dead. . . . The lips of
the clergyman moved in prayer.
... His companion turned to him:
"Do you really believe in life after
death? That all these men are still
alive?" ... The preacher nodded.
. . . His companion whispered:
"Yours must be a wonderful religion!"
It is ....

His Cross and Ours
There are so m!lny crosses
On so many rocky hills;
So many barren losses
And so many bitter ills
That only the loving Master
With His great Eternal Cross
Can cope with each disaster
And cover every loss!
GEORGE

RossMAN

In war or peace-an important
individual and social problem-

Gossip
HERBERT

H.

UMBACH

does human nature stoop
to gossip, or why is storytelling not limited to acknowledged writers of fiction? In our
day, when we hear and read much
of the winning of the peace, we
should first face a more fundamental, universal problem, namely
how to keep peace at all times.
Courts of law safeguard against
the lure of falsehood by putting
each witness under oath to tell
the truth, the whole truth, and
nothing but the truth. Why this is
necessary is indicated in the pointed reply of a dentist when his patient, Mrs. Gabber, asked, "Why
does a small cavity feel so large
to my tongue?" He told her, "It's
just the natural tendency that
your tongue has, to exaggerate."
Each one of us is aware of this
temptation; yet mere awareness is
not enough. What shall we do
about this vice which so frequently
cushions itself on half-truths? Call
it gossiping, idle tattling, newsmongering, tale-bearing, destructive criticizing, slandering, defam-
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ing, rumor-reporting, poisonpeddling, or what you will, the
problem is real and the remedy is
personal.

How Gossip Works
once bent over
A in a streetmanto pick
up a piece
THRIFTY

of string. An idler witnessed the
scene and instantly jumped to the
conclusion that the old man had
actually picked up a purse that
had been reported lost. Quickly
the idler spread his evil report,
and soon a gendarme arrested the
old man on the charge of suspicious conduct. In vain did the defendant plead innocent; so much
was he ridiculed that his spirit
was broken and his health began
to fail. Even after being exonerated, when the real finder of the
purse had returned it to its owner,
he was not free from trouble;
slanderers persisted in hinting
that one person may find a purse
and persuade another person to
return it. Insisting on his inno16
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cence, the old man died of a
broken heart, his honor ruined by
a false rep<?rt. Once his reputation
had been destroyed by gossip his
life was irreparably marred. Read
this great short story, The Piece
of String, as told by Guy de Maupassant; then read another story,
The Sculptor's Funeral, by Willa
Cather. Novelists know what gossip can do.
Who can forget the result of the
slanderous gossip created with
malicious intent by Iago against
Desdemona in Shakespeare's
Othello? Students often ask: "How
could anyone believe so monstrous
a story about his own wife?" Is it
really possible, moreover, that
flimsy circumstantial evidence, in
this drama of the missing handkerchief with the strawberry design, can bring a husband to the
actual act of strangling his wife?
In the following passage Shakespeare himself suggests part of
the reason why "honest !ago" succeeds in his Machiavellian design,
when he places in the rogue's
mouth some of the most significant words in literature. Thus
speaks Iago to Othello in the middle of the drama:
Good name in man and woman, dear
my lord,
Is the immediate jewel of their souls:
Who steals my purse steals trash; 'tis
something, nothing;
'Twas mine, 'tis his, and has been
slave to thousands;
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But he that filches from me my good
name
Robs me of that which not enriches
him
And makes me poor indeed.

There it is I The gossiper never
seems to be brewing trouble, but
rather appears to be helping the
other person. Thus the Moore of
Venice is dramatically ensnared.
Here is devil's magic in words.
There is a great truth in Proverbs
26:28: "A lying tongue hateth
those that are afflicted by it; and
a flattering mouth worketh ruin."
An anonymous poet expressed
the idea thus:
It's like a stick across your back;
And when your back begins to smart
It's like a penknife in your heart;
And when your heart begins to bleed,
Your name and fame are dead, indeed.

In a more literary manner the
Latin poet Virgil reveals that
people in antiquity likewise had
this problem and needed to be
warned concerning it. In the
fourth book of The Aeneid is this
vivid description of Gossip under
another name:
. . . Rumor, of all evils the most
swift. Speed lends her strength, and
she wins vigor as she goes; small at
first through fear, soon she mounts
up to heaven, and walks the ground
with head hidden in the clouds. Her,
'tis said, Mother Earth, provoked to
anger against the gods, brought forth
last, as sister to Coeus and Enceladus,
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swift of foot and fleet of wing, a
monster awful and huge, who for
the many feathers in her body has
as many watchful eyes below-wondrous to tell-as many tongues, as many
sounding mouths, as many prickedup ears. By night, midway between
heaven and earth, she flies through
the gloom, screeching, nor droops
her eyes in sweet sleep; by day she
sits on guard on high roof-top or
lofty turrets, and affrights great cities,
clinging to the false and wrong, yet
heralding truth. At this time, exulting with manifold gossip, she filled
the nations and sang alike of fact
and falsehood.

But specifically, how does gossip
spread rumor? Such poison comes
through the medium of the
tongue. Numerous proverbs express the power of our tongue to
heal or to hurt. Some of these epigrams have been put into verse:
"The boneless tongue, so small and
weak,
Can crush and kill," declared the
Greek.
"The tongue destroys a greater
horde,"
The Turk asserts, "than does the
sword."
The Persian proverb wisely saith,
"A lengthy tongue, an early death,"
Or sometimes takes this form instead:
"Don't let your tongue cut off your
head."
"The tongue can speak a word whose
speed,"
Says the Chinese, "outstrips the
steed."

The Arab sage does this impart,
"The tongue's great storehouse is the
heart."
From Hebrew hath the maxim
sprung,
"Though feet should slip, ne'er let
the tongue."
The sacred writer crowns the whole,
"Who keeps his tongue doth keep his
soul."

Nor should we here over look the
short exposition by Coleridge in
the second part of Christabel:
Alas! they had been friends in youth;
But whispering tongues can poison
truth;
And constancy lives in realms above;
And life is ' thorny; and youth is
vain;
And to be wroth with one we love
Doth work like madness in the brain.

The Word "Gossip"
of the romantic aspects of
O philology
is the study of subNE

tle variations in the meaning of
certain words which are indicative
of social changes. The word "gossip" has an interesting background. Originally two words to
designate a mal~ or female who
has contracted spiritual affinity
with another by serving as sponsor
at a baptism, "God" and "sib"
soon became the general designation of a friend or familiar acquaintance. Frequently the "God"
part of this phrase became merely
"good." The combined term "gossip" was eventually restricted to
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women, meaning particularly the
mother's female friends who were
invited to be present at a christening. Because some women indulge
in .small talk, the third alteration
of the idea was reached altogether
too easily; a "gossip" now signified a person (usually a woman)
who felt that she had to say something, although' she should speak
only- if she had something to say.
By a natural process, accordingly,
the word "gossip" strayed from its
original denotation to this loose
connotation of an individual of
shallow character who takes special delight in idle talk, i.e., a
tattler, in the pattern of the imaginary writer of Richard Steele's
pamphlets by that name. Finally,
the actual conversation of such a
person received the name "gossip,"
meaning idle talk, trifling or
groundless rumor, unrestrained
report.
Alexander Pope emphasizes this
social vice in The Rape of the
Lock in this neat line: "at every
word a reputation dies." Similarly, how sinister is the implied
meaning of the second sentence of
Sir Peter Teazle in Richard Brinsley Sheridan's The School for
Scandal, when his servant calls
him away from a group of friends:
"Your ladyship must excuse me;
I'm called away by particular business. But I leave my character behind mel" Immediately after his
departure, one friend comments:
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"Well-certainly, Lady Teazle,
that lord of yours is a strange being. I could tell you some stories
of him would make you laugh
heartily if he were not your husband." Aptly Sir James Matthew
Barrie lets a character in A Window in Thrums say, "My presence
killed the gossip on her tongue." .The picture of those once fashionable three monkeys entitled
See-no-evil, Hear-no-evil, Speakno-evil really had significance. In
war or in peace the problem of
gossip is one of society's fundamental sources of friction and
harm. It is not only a moral problem in literature, as I have indicated, but extends beyond fiction
to life itself. It must be solved in
the heart and mind of the individual.

What We Can Do About
Gossip
mother frequently would
tell us children that we have
one mouth and two ears; listen,
therefore, t~ice as much as you
speak. A more colloquial expression says that we should not believe everything we hear, and only
half of what we see. In The Merchant of Venice, Shakespeare conditioned a statement by using the
word IF, namely "if my gossip Report be an honest woman of her
word." These are useful principles
in disarming the menace of gossip. The best example, of course,

M
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is the Savior's faultless conduct
"who, when He was reviled, reviled not again."
1\tianifold are the Bible's sage
comments against gossip! For example, "A tale-bearer revealeth
secrets; but he that is of a faithful
spirit concealeth the matter." A
specific Old Testament injunction
is this: "Thou shalt not go up and
down as a tale-bearer among thy
people." Picturesque is this metaphor in Proverbs 26:20: "Where
no wood is, there the fire goeth
out; so, where there is no talebearer, the strife ceaseth." David
sings in Psalm 34:13: "Keep thy
tongue from evil, and thy lips
from speaking guile." That not
all speech is evil is clearly seen

in Proverbs 10:21: "The lips of
the righteous feed many"; yet this
verse adds, with emphasis, "but
fools die for want of wisdom."
Cardinal John Henry Newman
in Discourse 8 (Knowledge viewed
in relation to Religion) of his
lectures on The Idea of a University_, defines a gentleman as a person who never inflicts pain; among
other reasons, because
he has no ears for slander or gossip,
is scrupulous in imputing motives to
those who interfere with him, and
interprets everything for the best. He
is never mean or little in his disputes, never takes unfair advantage,
never mistakes personalities or sharp
sayings for arguments, or insinuates
evil which he dare not say out.

When a man and woman are married their romance
ceases and their history commences.
RocHEBRUNE

The man at the head of the house can mar the pleasure
of the household; but he cannot make it. That must rest
with the woman, and it is her greatest privilege.
HELPS

God has set the type of marriage everywhere throughout creation. Every creature seeks its perfection in another. The very heavens and earth picture it to us.
LUTHER

THE

ASTROLABE
BY

THEODORE GRAEBNER
AND W. G. POLACK

ASTROLABE 1944
~ If any of our readers have con~ nected with the name of this
department some notion of a medieval makeshift for scanning the
heavens, they have another guess
coming. Let them turn to the 1942
volume of Science~ published for
the American Association for the
Advancement of Science as an official organ, and they will find on
page 259 a description of The
Students' Astrolabe. It consists of
a tripod to which a disk is attached for measuring the height
of a star above the horizon. From
the center of this a rod arises connecting a pointer with another
disk which gives the angle for the
latitude of the observer. By working two sights attached to the
pointer, the student can find any
designated spot on the heavens.
For instance, the instrument may
be set up at midday and directed

at the location of Venus, whose
position was obtained from the almanac. "Then by careful scrutiny
we were able to observe Venus by
the naked eye at high noon in a
brilliant summer sky. This indicates the accuracy with which
celestial bodies can be located."
This astrolabe is a simple, homemade apparatus which has been
employed for several years at
Columbia University in teaching
a part of the General Science
course.
The home-spun philosophy of
this column has long enough been
discounted by ungenerous critics
who have pretended to a certain
wonderment what kind of medievalism might be hidden in a
column called The Astrolabe. We
claim for our survey of the passing show of luminaries great and
small, as much precision as is indicated by these achievements of
21
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the device recommended to the
science students in Columbia U niversity.

MAGIC OF THE SPIRITUAL
£ It was proven again when on
~ the vast stage of Albert Hall
in London, where the world's
greatest musicians have played
and sung, 200 American Negro
soldiers from United States Army
aviation and engineering units
put on a two-hour program of
spirituals, narrative ballads, and
syncopated tunes. It was called in
the London papers "an event unparalleled in British annals." The
great hall was crowded to the
doors. There were lords and ladies, generals and admirals, shopkeepers and civil servants, Allied
service men and women. This
great and distinguished audience
sat enthralled, in silence, or applauded enthusiastically as the soldiers started "Over My Head, I
See Trouble in the Air," and
. "When the Saints Come Marching In." Roland Hayes came from
the United States especially to
appear in the show, being flown
over in a military plane. As told
in this column some months ago,
it was in London that Roland
Hayes more than twenty years
. ago achieved the greatest triumph
of his early career. But the enthusiasm with which he was received

was overshadowed by the tributes
which were paid to the Negro
chorus.
And no wonder. This was no
doubt spiritual-singing at its best.
When music of this type is performed by the Fisk Singers, we
may admire the artistry of the
group, but something has been
lost through the culture which
these singers have absorbed. Rather, there is a mingling of cultures
which to the artistic hearer detracts from the performance.
There is a psychological clash. It
is not possible for any organization to sing a Schubert Lied and a
Negro spiritual equally well. (Roland Hayes can do it, but he is in
a class by himself, unapproachable.) It takes 200 Negroes, selected at haphazard from some
colored regiments and given a few
weeks to get together and practice,
to make the spiritual sound as it
came from the plantations-the
only native music which America has. And what a music it is!
No wonder the audience in Albert
Hall received these numbers in a
manner "unparalleled in British
annals."
More than twenty years have
passed since this column writer's
first experience with a Negro spiritual. It was in the deep South,
near Jackson, Mississippi, in the
Piney Woods Country Life School,
when after chapel exercises we
were asked by the principal, Law-
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renee C. Jones, whether we would
like to hear "some spirituals." We
said yes, and they sang "Let My
People Go," "Swing Low Sweet
Chariot," and many others-four
hundred boys and girls from the
cotton and sugar cane fields of
Mississippi, and any one with ears
attuned to rhythm, perfect harmonics, and the echo of other centuries and distant climes will consider this an experience like the
discovery of a continent.

CHICAGO HAS A
NEW SUBWAY
~ They have replaced the pave~ ments on State Street and on
other Loop thoroughfares. The
entrances from street level are
open, and the trains are running.
It reminds one of that earlier experience which Chicago had with
the discovery of owning a system
of subways. "Discovery" is the
proper term, since practically no
one knew about its coming into
existence until it was ready for
operation.
This was one year in the nineties. Alongside of !viichigan Avenue on the lake front, there was
then only a narrow belt of Illinois
Central tracks and then the breakwater. But, for some distance
along the breakwater towards
Park Row Station, there was a tall
fence which permitted no view of
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the shoreline. All that observers
from hotels and office buildings
could notice was that gradually an
area of increasing diameter was
being filled in. There were mules
with little carts being driven into
view, a load of dirt was deposited,
and then the driver of the cart
headed his animal back towards
the palisade. ''Filling-in the lake,"
people would say in a matter of
fact tone and forget about the
subject. There was a world of
building going on about the time
of the Fair, and nobody was wondering at the amount of dirt
hauled out and left to build out
the shoreline.
However, one day something
happened. The police were ordered to park a number of ambulances at an address south of
the Loop, and out of that house
were dragged and carried thirty
men with blackened eyes, split
lips, and otherwise badly mauled.
They were transported to the City
Hospital. Then the story came
out. Here had been the entrance
to a system of tunnels which was
being created underneath the
business center of Chicago. The
owners of hotels and office buildings had been held up two or
three times every winter by the
Teamsters' Union, without whose
services they would have no fuel.
When the exactions of the racketeers had proved a little more than
tolerable, the business men got to-
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gether and organized a tunnel
company for the transportation
and delivery of fuel. The newspapers were pledged to silence. But
a labor organizer got wind of the
project and began to organize the
forces working underground. Another organizer cut in on this profitable venture and built up a rival union. The two factions
clashed, and there were bloody
heads and broken collar bones,
and when the battle ended there
was such an evident need of ambulances that the authorities were
notified. That very day Chicago
discovered that it had a subway
available for the delivery of coal
and freight to the entire Loop.

DEALING WITH POSTWAR
GERMANY
,A Though Christmas lies be~ hind us we would call attention to the unusual editorial by
David Lawrence in the United
States News Dec. 24, 1943. It
deals with the question what to do
with Germany at the close of the
war. Mr. Lawrence takes issue
with those who are preaching not
only hatred against and destruction of Nazism but hatred against
the entire German nation and its
subjection to economic slavery for
an indefinite period after the war.
We feel that Mr. Lawrence's editorial deals with the problem in

so sober and Christian a manner
that his words should be read and
carefully considered by everyone
in our country.
Writing at Christmas time he
ties up his arguments with the
theme of that season:
Some of the millions of people in
Germany will kneel before the cross
at Christmas this year-how many,
how few we shall not know.
They will utter fervent prayers to
Christ on the great natal day of all
times.
They will ask to be forgiven their
sins and that this war shall be ended
soon so that peace and good will
may reign on earth ....
Maybe those of the German nation
who believe in Christ are thinking
of another nation far across the seas
-the people of the United States.
Maybe these German men, women
and children on bended knees are
asking whether Americans are brothers or will be brothers.
And maybe the German worshipper, as he meditates and thumbs
through his Bible, comes upon this
passage:
"But I say unto you which hear,
Love your enemies, do good to them
which hate you. Bless them that curse
you, and pray for them which despitefully use you."
But how can a German "love" his
enemy? How can he "bless" those
who curse him? How can he pray for
those that do harm to him?
To love an enemy means, first to
know that enemy. The German worshipper must know the American
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people. He must know that amongst
us are some who would "annihilate"
the German nation, put them in
chains indefinitely or subject them
to economic slavery. But all of us do
not share the brutish thoughts of the
unthinking. Many of us know, for
instance, that across No Man's Land
often there is mutual respect for the
bravery and courage of the enemythere was in the last war even fraternizing across the front.
Yes, in America there are individuals who curse Germans as all badnone good. We hear it on every side
-the Germans are a bad race, a bellicose race, a race which must not
only be taught a lesson but kept in
abject poverty for the rest of time as
a punishment for their crimes. To
the suggestion that perhaps there are
many millions of men, women and
children who are innocent of Nazi
atrocities or vicious practices, the
answer given carelessly is: "They're
all alike, why make any distinctions?
Didn't they permit Hitler to rule
them?"

Mr. Lawrence then goes on to
ask, "Is it the truth that all Germans are alike?" and then bids us
look at our own United States
where we have for generations received people of German birth
into our midst-people who came
in large numbers to escape German militarism and to live in a
democracy like ours. He directs
attention to the · fact that these
immigrant Germans became a
part of our democracy and excellent citizens. Their children have

become as splendid examples of
what democracy can do as we can
find in our whole nation. "Look
at the names of some of the generals and admirals, the captains
and rnajors in our own armed services, and look over the casualty
lists of officers and privates any
day and you will find German
names therein." Then he asks the
question, "Do we not insult many
of our own by such a superficial
indictment of the German nation?"

m

A PLEA FOR A PROPER
PERSPECTIVE
~ Mr. Lawrence then goes on in
- a n eloquent manner to plead
that our citizens should let sober
judgment prevail:
We should not allow the bitterness
or wrath of war to becloud our minds
or to distort our perspective. Desire
that the criminals of Germany shall
be punished is mere justice. Hate
that includes the innocent is a contradiction of true Christian philosophy.
But what can the German worshipper expect of America? Are we
all of us ready to exterminate the
German race and put a nation of
go,ooo,ooo in bondage? Is revenge
alone to guide us in attempting to
reconstruct the world after this war?
If these are not our motives, then
we should avow our opposite purposes now while a nucleus of Christians in Germany still prays for de-
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liverance from the evils that have
beset that war-torn land.

To substantiate Mr. Lawrence's
reference to the punishment of
German criminals as a matter of
pure justice, we would quote from
the trial in Russia when four Germans were hanged for atrocities
against the Russians. The testimony given at that trial by Captain Langheld is to the point. We
quote:
I have nothing to add to my testimony. I beat Russian war prisoners
and according to my orders they were
shot.
I ask you to take into consideration the fact that I am not alonesuch as I am is the entire German
Army. I am not the only one who
committed brutalities. I do not want
to lessen my blame. For the real
answer for the German atrocities in
Russia you must look to the German
Government.
The German Government was able
to suppress those noble characteristics
of the German nation and to educate them into the lowest passions.
This was brought about by propaganda and acts of mass terrorism.
This found its place in the German Army during the war. We can
remember the words of the German
poet-this hellish madness which in
turn gives birth to badness-this badness I repeat has shown itself especially during the present war. This
wickedness shows itself in all the
orders of the high military authorities. To contra-dict these orders or

not to fulfill them was to pass the
verdict of death upon oneself.
I also was their victim.

Another testimony was that of
Ritz, a 24-year old member of the
Nazi Party. He was quoted as say·
ing:
The essence of the testimony is
that I acted under orders. The essence is that the entire Hitlerite system forces one to take such actions
under orders. After hearing the speech
of the prosecutor I want you to take
into consideration the principle of
the old Roman Law-forced crimes.
If I had not fulfilled these orders I
would have been tried by a German
military court and sentenced to
death.
I ask you to take into consideration
my past life. When Hitler carne to
power I was only a child. Only 13.
From this time on, I was systematically subjected to the planned attention of the Hitlerite system under
the myth of the superiority of the
German race, that only the German
nation should rule the earth.
I was taught that all other nations
and races are lower and should be
exterminated. This was impressed
upon me by such teachers as Hitler,
Rosenberg (Alfred Rosenberg, Hitler's Nazi philosopher) and Rimmler
(Heinrich Rimmler, chief of the
Gestapo) who in the same ·way educated the whole German people.
From these same sources carne the
renewed theses of the propaganda
that the Russian nation is uncultured
and not a valid Government. Thus
they taught us.
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Mr. Lawrence, in his editorial,
then reminds us of the fact that
we as a nation are not entirely
without blame in allowing a situation to develop in Germany that
could give birth to a second World
War.
And are we ourselves wholly righteous and without sin? Are all the
complaints unjust which were voiced
in Germany in the '2o's and which
finally led to the economic chaos that
gave Hitler his chance as he mobilized the hungry and the frustrated?
Maybe the American worshipper
will be thumbing through the Bible
on Christmas Day and will come
upon this passage:
"And why beholdest thou the mote
that is in thy brother's eye, but perceivest not the beam that is in thine
own eye? Either how canst thou say
to thy brother, Brother, let me pull
out the mote that is in thine own
eye? Thou hypocrite, cast out first
the beam out of thine own eye, and
then shalt thou see clearly to pull
out the mote that is in thy brother's
eye."
When shall we begin to examine
honestly our policies of the '2o's and
the '3o's? When shall we stop blaming other peoples, guilty though they
have been of characterless behavior
and selfishness, and when shall we
begin to assess our own responsibility
for the war of today? For it is written:
"If we say that we have no sin,
we deceive ourselves, and the truth
is not in us."
There is grave danger that we

shall not think through the problems
that confront us but that we shall
continue only to feel-to allow our
emotions to sweep away our honest
judgments.
In war it is necessary to kill one's
adversary lest he kill you. It is necessary to wage total war against any or
all military objectives. The phrase
"non-combatant" has been removed
from the vocabulary of war. We, too,
bomb men, women and children, killing and maiming the helpless. This
is the most frightful point ever
reached by man in modern times. It
is "organized savagery" at its worst.
Nothing like it was witnessed in the
last war.

m

A PLEA FOR PEACE BASED
ON MORE THAN REVENGE
Mr. Lawrence doses his editorial with the following ad•
dress to us all to do what we can
to arrange for a peace that will
be more durable than the last.
More hate and revenge, more loose
talk and thinking about a Germany
which is to be "annihilated" and her
people put into slavery will not enable us to evade our responsibility
to our enemies and to our own future
generations who expect us to find
some better way to run this world
than by a cycle of punishments and
revenge coupled with the primitive
passion that to the victor belong all
the spoils, including all means whereby the conquered can earn a livelihood. There will be those who will
disagree with this thesis. They will
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say it is sentimental and idealistic.
On the contrary, it is the practical
approach to the problems of peace.
We have found it out in handling
those who misbehave in our country.
We have bred gangsters in our slums.
We have developed criminals because
of our neglect of the underprivileged
in our big cities and because of our
indifference to some simple truths in
human psychology.
We are dedicated now to the removal of those local or national conditions which breed gangsterism. We
are trying to rehabilitate lives when
jail sentences are finished. We are
becoming slowly aware that these are
fundamentally problems of the spirit
and the mind.

So it must be in the international world.
When a German boy falls on the
battlefield near our lines, some
mother somewhere is grateful that
we pick him up, bandage his wounds
and treat him tenderly. As Bernard
Shaw has sarcastically suggested, if we
really want to "exterminate" the Germans from the face of the earth, why
don't we start killing their wounded
now and save ourselves a lot of
money and trouble-why let them
clutter up our field hospitals?
Only God in His mysterious way
can carry the answer across the Atlantic to the worshippers in Germany. It is that we still believe in
the Brotherhood of Man, that in our
hearts we still believe the teachings
of Jesus, that we want to know our
enemies and some day make them
our friends, and that we are groping
here for some better way to run this

world than by the relationship of
conquerer and conquered or master
and slave, by selfishness and greed,
by excessive pride in ourselves and
frustration enforced upon others.

ru
THE EVIL OF
MATERIALISM
Among the lessons this war
~is teaching us this surely is
one, that if we set our hearts on
the things of this world we are
building on a very flimsy foundation and are sure to lose our
souls. G. K. Chesterton, who
fought materialism so valiantly
in his writings and lectures, points
out the ruthlessness that will
breed in the heart of the utter
materialist when he sees the
things on which J;le has built his
hopes slipping out from under
his feet. In his The Secret of
Flambeau, Chesterton has Father
Brown say:

A

Then I thought of another sort of
heathen; the sort that is not destroying this world but entirely depending
on the world. I thought that, save for
the grace of God, I might have been
a man for whom the world was a blaze
of electric lights, with nothing but utter darkness beyond and around it.
The worldly man, who really lives only for this world and believes in no
other, whose worldly success and pleasures are all he can snatch out of nothingness-that is the man who will
really do anything, when he is in danger of losing the whole world and
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conjured up we cannot get rid of.
Our much-vaunted inventions are
backfiring. In his The Crisis of
Our Age, Professor Sorokin of
Has not this very fact been suf- Harvard says, "The magnificent
ficiently demonstrated in the ruth- culture of our historical yesterday
lessness of the Nazi program, with displays today all the signs of
its doctrine of Aryan superiority, creative exhaustion and a mania
as well as in the world-conquest for self-destruction. . . . We are
program of the Japanese, to say witnessing a veritable 'blackout'
nothing of the coldblooded heart- of human culture." "In twentylessness of the British imperialists four hours, cities with hundreds
and of our own American mon- of thousands of population are
opolists? The evils of materialism wiped out, and with them the
are clearly demonstrable among scientific and technological laball nations of this earth for the ·oratories and scientists themselves
very simple reason that they are as the victims of their own invennot an outgrowth of any particu- tions."
lar national culture but of the corHow stern the call, therefore,
rupt, sinful human heart. Isaiah of our time to learn to recognize
centuries ago cried out against true values, to build no hopes for
these evils: "Woe unto them that the future on the things that moth
join house to house, that lay field and rust can corrupt, and to cling
to field, till there be no place, with all our hearts to those things
that they may be placed alone in that have abiding and eternal
the midst of the earth! ... They value, "to seek first the kingdom
regard not the work of the Lord, of God and His righteousness."
neither consider the operation of If we do not learn this lesson,
His hands."
then there is no hope for us; then
Furthermore, we are now be- this also will be true of our ageginning to see that our material- some day:
istic culture is boomeranging Lo, all our pomp of yesterday
against us. The spirits that we
Is one with Nineveh and Tyre.

saving nothing. It is not the revolutionary man but the respectable man
who would commit any crime to save
his respectability.

I

AND MUSIC MAKERS
Music and Pictures
BY WALTER

h Centuries ago a man named
•. Marcus Tullius Cicero said
that all the arts are united by a
common bond. When the brilliantly gifted Roman made that
statement, he wasn't dispensing
wisdom that had sprung fullblown out of his own brain; he
was merely repeating a truism
which had been clear to many
philosophically inclined men long
before he himself began to bewitch his fellow-citizens with
golden prose and a silver tongue.
Countless works of art have
come into the world since Cicero
was done to death by the henchmen of Mark Antony. Therefore
we who live in the twentieth century are able to realize far more
keenly than the famous orator and
politician of ancient Rome that
there's some blood relationship
among all the fine arts.
Let's single out a few salient
facts.
You know, of course- that much

A. HANSEN
music has been inspired by paintings. Think of Arcangelo Corelli's
beautiful Concerto Grosso in G
Min or, common! y called the
Christmas Concerto. Johann Nikolaus Forkel, a renowned German
musicologist who lived from 1749
until 1818, declared that when
Corelli wrote the Pastorale of this
exquisitely wrought composition
the creative impulse came from
pious contemplation of a scene
such as the Florentine painter,
Alessandro Botticelli, had depicted in that great masterpiece which
bears the title "Nativity." We
can't prove or disprove Forkel's
statement; but his comments on
Corelli's concerto have determined and shaped the reactions
of almost everyone who hears the
work today. When we listen to the
enchanting Pastorale, we have in
our minds a picture of angels
hovering over Bethlehem.
You see, therefore, that there
can be a clear-cut bond of rela-

_ _ _ _ _I
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tionship between an aural impression and a visual expression
even though you don't meet that
bond face to face, so to speak,
unless someone points it out to
you. Isn't it correct to take for
granted that a composer as proficient as Corelli knew that a great
gulf is fixed between what can be
done in tone and what can be
done on canvas?
Sometimes we find differences
of opinion as to what inspired a
particular composition. Richard
Pohl, a learned German critic
and editor, believed that Franz
Liszt's Totentanz (Dance of Death)
for piano and orchestra was
based on Holbein's etchings entitled The Dance of Death. Others rejected Pohl's belief and said
that the composition owed its inspiration to a fresco, called The
Triumph of Death and attributed
to Andre Arcagna, which Liszt
saw and admired at Pisa. In their
opinion, the great composerpianist strove to express in tone
how death affects peasants,
princes, cardinals, and popes.
At any rate, it's certain that the
Totentanz is one of Liszt's most
important works. It's a series of
adroitly made variations on the
"Dies Irae," one of the most impressive liturgical melodies of the
Christian Church. The thematic
.. background of the Totentanz
leads the listener to think of death
and judgment-provided he rec-
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ognizes the thematic background
or learns about it from program
notes. Once upon a time I heard
someone say in all earnestness that
he had visions of elves and pixies
whenever he heard the Totentanz.
That statement sounds fantastic;
but it's true.
The "Dies Irae"
t\ Incidentally, it's fascinating
•. to consider how often the
"Dies Irae" appears in music. Do
you recall the lugubrious waltz
which Saint-Saens fashioned from
it for the Danse Macabre? Do you
remember how cleverly Berlioz
caricatured it in the "Witches'
Sabbath" of his Symphonie Fantastique? Do you know with what
telling impressiveness Rachmaninoff used it in his Rhapsody for
Piano and Orchestra on a Theme
by Paganini? If you're familiar
with Ernest Schelling's A Victory Ball~ you undoubtedly retain
a vivid memory of the power with
which the brasses intone the melody of the "Dies Irae." Think of
the concluding measures of
Tschaikovsky's Manfred~ think of
one of the variations in Richard
Strauss's Don Quixote~ and think
of Rachmaninoff's The Isle of the
Dead.
Yes, the "Dies Irae" has had its
potent say in many masterpieces
of music. Its very title calls forth
visions of death-even when composers burlesque the ancient li-
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turgical melody a la Saint-Saens
and Berlioz.
Let's speak for a few moments
about Rachmaninoff's The Isle
of the Dead. The famous Swiss
artist Arnold Rocklin painted five
canvases with that title, and
Rachmaninoff is said to have been
inspired by the one which hung
in Leipzig. The composer saw a
lonely island overgrown with
blue--green cypress trees. In a boat
an old man is ferrying a figure
shrouded in white over leaden
waters toward a harbor around
which rise great, bare, and rugged rocks.
There's wonderful skill in that
symphonic poem from the pen of
Rachmaninoff. Darkness and
gloom pervade the work. Shall one
say that at times The Isle of the
Dead is almost oppressively impressive?
At all events, it's an unforgetable masterpiece, a masterpiece reminding us of the bond of kinship
that exists between the brush and
palette of one who paints on canvas and the brush and palette of
one who paints in tone. But isn't
it true that you don't become
keenly aware of that bond unless
you have the aid of historical and
explanatory statements?
A Seascape

l\ Doesn't music have the power
,;· to evoke pictures, visions, and
dreams even when it isn't based on

the contemplation of the handiwork of painters? It does. Don't
forget, however, that those pictures, those visions, and those
dreams are likely to be dashingly
at variance with a composer's
intentions if the listener has no
titles or program notes to serve
as guides. I think of a seascape
whenever I hear Claude Debussy's
great orchestral masterpiece, La
Mer (The Sea); and, because I'm
familiar with the three subtitles
("From Dawn Till Noon on the
Ocean," "Play of the Waves," and
"Dialogue of vVind and Sea") ,
I'm able to give free rein to my
imagination and conjure up many
little pictures within a big picture.
But shall I condemn those who
say that La Me1· never causes them
to think of the sea even though
they know the title and the subtitles? What shall I think of the
critic who called La Mer a "salad
of sonorities"? And what shall I
say about the listener who declared sarcastically that the tone
poem had made him feel seasick?
Maybe the critic concluded in all
honesty that Debussy had done
an unsatisfactory job; maybe he
was either prejudiced at the outset or in the throes of liver trouble. Maybe the listener who declared that La Mer had made him
seasick couldn't abide Debussy's
impressionistic writing at any
time.
Debussy himself had no pa-

'The Father of Our Country
Washington is no Mars, no god of war; but his shoulders
are broad, his arms are strong, and on them we hang our
ideals of courage, manliness, and the power of truth and
right and justice. That ujJlifted brow indicates our mental
and spiritual aspirations. We may exalt a hero and in so
doing we approach somewhat the height of his noblest aims.

and statues, as well as busts and medallions, depictPing the first
President of the United States are to be found
ICTURES

everywhere. It is difficult, however, for any one person to see
the best of these good things since they are scattered far and
wide across our country and around the world.
The line of famous statues must begin with the heroic
wooden statue (now in the Old Town Hall in Wilmington,
Delaware) which the City of New York in 1802 placed on the
pedestal formerly occupied by the figure of George Ill. After
long wanderings and handling by antique dealers, the statue
was finally bought for the Historic Society of Delaware by
Senator T. Coleman du Pont.
The great "Prototype" statue stands in the State Capitol of
Virginia at Richmond. It was executed by a Frenchman, Jean
Antoine Houdon, who had been selected by Thomas Jefferson when he was our Minister to France. This choice was
heartily endorsed also by Benjamin Franklin. The statue was
completed in Paris in 1789 and remained there for eight years
awaiting the completion of the capitol in Richmond. Governor
Pollard of Virginia places a value of $1 ,ooo,ooo on this statue.
Great Britain, Ireland and France all have copies presented
to them by our country.
The statue by Joseph A. Bailly is another well-loved conception of Washington. It 5hows him with his hand resting on the
Bible. John Quincy Adams Ward has given us the great statue
at- the Subtreasury Building on 'tVall Street and the more re.cent artists, Daniel Chester French and Lorado Taft, have done
more modern conceptions.

The Wooden Statue of Washington
The wooden statue of '"'ashington from Old Bowling
Green in New York. Thi§ statue is now to be found
in Wilmington, Delaware.

The Houdon Statue at Richmond, Virginia
This is regarded as the most accurate and life-like
representation of Washington. Rembrandt Peale, who
painted a very famous portrait of Washington and
who lived in the same square with him in Philadelphia, says: "If you will look at this statue on a level
with it you may well think you are beholding Washington himself. That is the man sir, exactly."

I

Taking the Oath of Office
This statue marks the spot where, on April 30, 1789,
George Washington took the oath of office as the first
president of the United States.

Marble Statue, Independence Hall
Dedicated on the fourth of July, 186g, this statue has
come to be regarded as one of the real shrines of
Americanism, especially since it stands in such a fine
place opposite Independence Hall.

Washington in Caracas, Venezuela
vVilliam Rudolph O'Donovan has done these very
remarkable statues .of Washington and it is significant
that his work should be chosen to represent our nation
in South America.

_ _ _I

Washington in Seatde
In the state named for the great president, Lorado
Taft, the great Illinois sculptor, developed this striking figure. In vigor it is surpassed only by Gutzon
Borglum's work on Mt. Rushmore in South Dakota.

Washington the Crusader
This beautiful statue by Daniel Chester French stands
in the Place d'Ilena, near the Trocadero in Paris. It
is the gift of a group of American women and was
dedicated on the Fourth of July, 1goo, during the
days of the Paris Exposition.
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tience with those who held to the
notion that tone poems must be
true-to-nature imitations. He
new that music has a magic all its
own just as painting and every
other fine art has a magic all its
own. There's some blood relationship, to be sure; but relationship isn't sameness.
Remember the axiomatic fact
that relationship isn't sameness
when you hear Debussy's Iberia.
If, in spite of the title and three
subtitles ("In the Streets and Byways," "The Fragrance of the
Night," and "The Morning of a
Festival Day"), you fail to think
of Spain when you listen to that
masterfully scored composition,
there are three reasons that could
account for your lack of good fortune: a refusal to look upon Debussy as a composer worth his
salt; a tendency to believe that
music and actual scenery can, and
must, lead to identical impressions; or an ironclad conviction
that there's no place in the world
for program music and impressionism.
More Magic

f) You'll find magic in Debussy's
;· Nocturnes ("Clouds," "Festivals," and "Sirens") if you have
a penchant for the famous Frenchman's way of writing; but those
compositions will irk you if you're
hostile to Debussy, if you have
false conceptions as to the rela-
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tionship that exists between the
art of tone and the other arts, or
if you believe and are sure that
program music and impressionism should be banished from the
earth. But there's balm in Gilead
for those who, for one reason or
another, are inclined to turn up
their noses at all programmatic
composing. Eventually they'll see
the light and conclude that we're
going to have program music with
us at all times. Furthermore,
they'll realize sooner or later that
even as stern an opponent of program music as Johannes Brahms
couldn't, and didn't, avoid putting a bit or two of descriptive
writing into the world. If you
doubt my word, look at the piano
parts of some of Brahms's songs.
I could mention many more examples of music that was inspired
by pictures and many more examples of music that inspires pictures. Consider Modest Moussorgsky's Pictures at an Exhibition,
which are based on water colors
by the architect Victor Hartmann.
They're masterpieces in the original piano version; but they're
even greater masterpieces in the
orchestral arrangements made by
Maurice Ravel, Leopold Stokowski, and Lucien Caillet. Philippe
Gaubert's somewhat Debussyesque Le Chants de la Mer (Song
of the Sea) for orchestra is a fascinating work. Do you know Robert Schumann's Forest Scenes and
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Edward MacDowell's Woodland
Sketches for piano? The Pleasure
Dome of Kubla Khan~ by Charles
Tomlinson Griffes, is a remarkably fine tone poem. Don't overlook The Moldau~ a beautiful
work which Bedrich Smetana
wrote in order to stir the patriotic
ardor of his countrymen by glorifying the river which arises from
two springs that "gush forth in
the shade of the Bohemian forest,"
flows on and on until it becomes
a mighty stream, and finally "vanishes in the far distance from the
poet's gaze." On the title page of
Alexander Borodin's In the
Steppes of Central Asia you'll find
the following explanatory notes:
Out of the silence of the sandy
steppes of Central Asia comes the
sound of a peaceful Russian song.
There are heard, too, the strains of
Oriental melodies and the stamping
of approaching horses and camels. A
caravan, escor}ed by Russian soldiers,

RECENT

crosses the measureless desert, pursuing its way free from care under
the protection of Russian arms. The
caravan moves ever forward. The
songs of the Asiatics mingle with
those of the Russians in common
harmony, their refrain gradually dying out in the distance.

Listen to Mendelssohn's Hebrides
Overture~ to the same composer's
Calm Sea and Prosperous Voyage~
to Rimsky-Korsakoff's Scheherazade~ to Jacques !bert's Escales
(Ports of Call)~ to Jean Sibelius'
Tapiola~ to Liszt's Annees de Pelerinage~ and to much of Wagner's music. Then you'll agree,
I believe, with Cicero's statement
that there's a bond of kinship
among the fine arts. But the more
you study those compositions, the
more keenly you'll realize that
there's a big difference between
kinship and sameness. When composers try to bridge that difference, they come to grief.

RECORDINGS

AMBROISE THOMAS. Overture to
Mignon. The NBC Symphony Orchestra under Arturo Toscanini.
Horn solo by Arthur Berv.-A vi-

rile and heart-warming reading of
this delightfully melodious composition. Victor disc 11-8545.
$1.05.

READ NOT TO CONTRADICT AND CONFUTE-NOR TO BELIEVE
AND TAKE FOR GRANTED-BUT TO WEIGH AND CONSIDER

All unsigned reviews are by members of the staff
------------~~~-------------------------------------------------

Unique Book

military affairs in France and Germany. The twenty chapters are
grouped in five sections, under the
heads: I. The Origins of Modern
War: From the Sixteenth to the
Eighteenth Century; II. The Classics
of the Nineteenth Century: Interpreters of Napoleon; III. From the ·Nineteenth Century to the First World
War; IV. From the First to the Second World War; V. Sea and Air
Power. Through the use of narrow
margins and other typographical
helps the maximum amount of reading matter compatible with readability has been packed into the volume.
Since the book deals with strategy,
some men who rank high in military
annals find no place in it. So it is
with Wellington, Bluecher, Lee,
Grant, and others. These men were
either tacticians or have left no systematic statement of strategic doctrine. On the other hand, since strategy has come to mean the employment of all the resources of a nation
for national security, such non-military elements as economic, psychological, moral, political, and technological factors are given space.
The book traces a long chain of

MAKERS OF MODERN STRATEGY: Military Thought from Machiavelli to Hitler. Edited by Edward Mead Earle. Princeton University Press, Princeton, N. J. 1943.
553 pages. $3·75·
C\ EVERAL years before the outbreak

0 of the war Edward Mead Earle
began to conduct a seminar on military affairs at the Institute for Advanced Study at Princeton University.
Here he gathered a staff of specialists in the various fields that had to
be taken into consideration, including such studies as economics, political science, and geography. This book
is one of the most important results
of the work that has been done by
the group. Since we entered the war
Mr. Earle has served in various
capacities with the Office of Strategic
Services, the War Department General Staff, the Board of Economic
Warfare, and the Headquarters of
the Army Air Forces.
Twenty contributors have furnished the material that makes up
the volume, among them a number
who have had close contact with
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developments that have been fraught
with the weightiest of consequences
for mankind. It is a long cry down
to the present from the beginning
of the modern era, when the ambassador of the Duke of Ferrara, in 1474,
could write hopefully to his master,
"If nothing unexpected happens, we
shall in future hear more about battles against birds and dogs than about
battles between armies." Such dreams
were quickly dissipated. It was not
long after that Machiavelli, the first
military thinker of modern Europe,
wrote his Art of War. With the decay
of the feudal system changes were
indeed coming about in the military
field, but not the hoped-for change
from war to peace. Mercenary footsoldiers with artillery were filling the
place long held by plumed knights
in armor with long lances. Machiavelli, taking all such changes into
account, developed a theory of the
conduct of war based on his concept
of the nature of war.
wo

centuries

later

Vauban

T brought advances in the science of

fortification. Frederick the Great
gained his laurels as the outstanding
strategist of the era of dynastic wars,
wars fought with limited means for
limited objectives. The trend toward
total war sets in with the French
Revolution. Wars henceforth are no
longer wars of kings, but of peoples,
fought by citizen armies and involving progressively wider and deeper
areas of national life until total involvement is reached in the present
war. This process the book follows
in detail, beginning with the theories
of Jomini and Clausewitz, the inter-

preters of Napoleon, and carrying
the record down through the work
and thought of men like Adam Smith
and List, Engels and Marx, Moltke
and Schlieffen, Du Picq and Foch,
Delbrueck and Ludendorff, to Haushofer, the Japanese, and Hitler.
The wide range of material offered has already been indicated.
Strategy, tactics, logistics, national
morale, economics, industrial imperialism, geopolitics, land warfare, sea
warfare, air warfare-all find their
place in the picture. Certain themes
run through the entire presentation,
from Machiavelli to Hitler: the concepts of lightning war and of the
battle of annihilation; the war of
maneuver vs. the war of position;
the advantages of defense vs. those
of attack; the relationship between
war and social institutions and between economic strength and military power; psychology and morale
as weapons of war; the question of
the professional army vs. citizen
levies.
If Mr. Earle is right in holding
that it is imperative that the citizens
of a nation understand the fundamentals of strategy because "the very
existence of a nation depends upon
its concept of the national interest
and the means by which the national
interest is promoted," then this book
fills a unique place in American literature. It gives a sweeping view of
the development of modern military
thought as no other book does, and
while it will, no doubt, be widely
used in military circles, it is not written in technical language and can
readily be understood by the intelligent layman.
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We have ourselves given some attention to strategies in the past, but
we confess that the chapter on "Japanese Naval Strategy," written by
Alexander Kiralfy, military analyst
for Asia magazine, has given us an
entirely new slant on our war with
Japan-so much so, in fact, that we
feel almost competent to do a little
predicting about some aspects of future operations in the Pacific. With
difficulty we resist the temptation to
do so.

Recreating the Past
JOURNEY INTO AMERICA. By
Donald Culross Peattie. Houghton
Mifflin Company, Boston. 1943.
276 pages. $3.00.
ONALD CULROSS PEATIIE'S

Journey

D Into America is a series of imaginary letters to a German friend,
now dead or imprisoned. Years ago,
Peattie tried unsuccessfully to convey
to his friend the idea of America. "I
will not try again," he writes, "as
once I tried and failed, to explain to
you, my vanished friend, that great
idea. But I have stories to tell, half
to myself as children tell the sagas
that are their inner life; and there
are men and towns and times I want
to talk about, and I should like your
mind to keep me company again,
casting on mine the shadow of its
deeper, darker knowledge."
"You can't tell a man about a
country unless you make him know
its heroes, its bloodied glory of placenames, its stories that are true legend." And so Peattie presents Washington, Lincoln, Daniel Boone, Kit
Carson, Marcus Whitman, and other

great Americans not as dead heroes
but as living, breathing, acting men.
vVashington, for instance, is concerned not only about the affairs of
state, but also about the feelings of
Robert, his devoted Negro slave, who
is unable to adapt himself to life in
the Executive Mansion.
Two of the most interesting chapters are those which tell of the desperate hardships and hard-won joys
of the early settlers in Oregon and
vVashington. One is a recounting of
the legend of how happiness carne to
Jim Bridger. The other is a gripping
account of the Whitrnans, the brave
N arcissa and Marcus, who left the
peaceful and prosperous East to find
success and martyrdom in the State
of Washington.
Mr. Peattie is a distinguished naturalist. Those of his chapters which
deal primarily with the scenic wonders of America show that he is also
a prose poet.
By re-creating the past of America,
Mr. Peattie succeeds in "getting
through" to the reader the idea of
America-and what a grand idea it
is! Journey Into America is required
reading for all Americans who feel
themselves becoming cynical about
democracy.
PATIERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH

Grim and Bitter
THE COMPLETE ETCHINGS OF
GOYA, with Foreword by Aldous
Huxley. Crown Publishers, New
York. 1943. $3.50.
HIS

collection of Goya's etchings

T represents the work of one of the
grimmest and bitterest of the social
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critics among the artists. Goya is said
to have been a cynic from early
youth; and a dissolute and dissipated
life confirmed him in humorless bitterness. His pages teem with balefuleyed cats and monsters, tortured humanity and fools. As a painter he
was long under the influence of the
noble Velasquez. As an etcher he
found his first teacher in Rembrandt,
but there the comparison ends. Rembrandt's glorious Bible illustrations
never struck a responding chord in
Goya, and his faith never seemed to
impress this student of his; for, of all
the work that Goya did, his Biblical
paintings are the most flat and uninspiring.
s an etcher Goya devoted himself
to social criticism with a vengeA
ance. He knew the evils of his time,
despised them, but lived them, and
took vengeance on himself and them
by depicting them with unmitigated
cruelty. He found no hope in the
Church, and therefore priests and
martyrs and saints always come up
racketeers in his drawings. Hence,
though his work is vigorous, it is
also usually morbid.
Goya was never equal to treating
a subject with sympathy in the sense
that Daumier so frequently displays.
Daumier shows us a chunky washerwoman plodding to work in the
morning with her child, and magically he converts her into a kind of
heroine. Somehow, he treats with a
similar compassion tired men on a
railroad coach or miserable peasants
eating a half-loaf of moldy bread.
Nor do we find humor in Goya
except in its grimmest form. Never,

like that great British social cnuc,
Hogarth, does he attempt to make
his trollops and thieves and unfaithful monks utterly ridiculous. If there
is any humor in him, it is fierce,
beastly.
Thus, in his "Disasters of the War"
Goya seems to say, "You think war
is parade and fitness and strength.
But look at it. See how brutal it is,
how it involves even innocent women
and children in its coarseness, how
it tortures and mangles those fit
bodies, how it drives well-drilled men
to suicide to escape its horror. And
look what it does to the land and its
populace." The same bitterness appears in the Capriccios. What fools
he makes out of the women of the
street and the panderers and the flatterers and the money-gatherers! How
he loves to endow them with distorted
features! How frequently he fills his
whole background with diabolical
hosts and goats and vile birds, so
that his human characters are literally moving in the shadow of the
Devil! Once only in the entire book
does hope creep in: Truth dies and
even in death keeps back the beastly
horde with her radiance. And she
shall rise again, the artist proclaims.
Only in "The Art of Bull-fighting"
does Goya show any admiration; but
the bull is the hero, he alone stands
b~autiful and erect, fit and strong.
He goes down like a hero, he conquers like a hero, he has even the
restraint of a hero. And so this series
is the height of satire; for while
Goya despairs of men, he finds the
animals noble.
Well, what's the value of this book?
In spite of the accustomed brilliance

February 1944
of Mr. Huxley's essay, in spite of the
excellence of the craft of the artist,
this book must be called an ugly
book. It is as pessimistic as Schopenhauer, as foul as the worst of the
Naturalist dramas. Mr. Huxley finds
compassion in the etchings. I believe
he is drawing the inferences inherent
in all tragedy. The element of catharsis works powerfully out of grim
pages. Those who look at the etchings must say, "Here is the worst.
But what of it? Let's improve!" So,
if you can take them, these etchings
are worth careful study.
F. L. MILLER

New Evidence
THE FIVE BOOKS OF MOSES: A
Re-examination of the Modern
Theory that the Pentateuch is a
Late Compilation from Diverse and
Conflicting Sources by Authors and
Editors Whose Identity is Completely Unknown. By Oswald T.
Allis. The Presbyterian and Reformed Publishing Company, Philadelphia. 1943. $3.00.
book was written by a conservative scholar of the Old TestaT
ment in answer to those critics who
HIS

deny the Mosaic authorship of the
Pentateuch. During the last three
quarters of a century an influential
school of critics--under the leadership of men like Graf Wellhausen,
Driver, Sellin, Pfeiffer, and othersattempted to prove that the Pentateuch did not originate at the time
of Moses. They contend that most
of the laws attributed to Moses did
not come into existence until several
centuries after his death, and many
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of them not till the time of Ezekiel.
Years ago we read the arguments of
Harold M. Wiener, a scholar of the
widest attainments, supporting the
belief in the Mosaic authorship of
the Pentateuch. Mr. Wiener proved,
we felt, that the evidence which the
critics of the Pentateuch produced is
wholly circumstantial, consisting of
inferences derived from a literary
analysis of the documents and from
the application of a discredited evolutionary theory concerning the development of human institutions (see
Wiener's Essays in Pentateuchal Criticism, and Origin of the Pentateuch).
Dr. Allis re-examines the old problems, difficulties, and objections of
the critics who deny the Mosaic authorship of the Pentateuch. He does
this in the light of new evidence
which has come from the archaeological discoveries of recent years or
from unexpected circles of Old Testament research. The author's inevitable conclusion is that the Pentateuch
is of Mosaic origin and that the objections by the higher critics are without basis of fact.
The undersigned found chapter
one of Part Ill-The Pentateuch and
Archaeology-and chapter four of
Part III-The Final Question: "What
Think Ye of Christ?" -very profitable
\l"eading. The following quotation
taken from the final chapter of The
Five Books of Moses best expresses
the viewpoint of the author. He
says: "Jesus said of Moses, 'He wrote
of me'; and He went on to say, 'If
ye believe not his writings, how can
ye believe my words?' This means
that, if we believe Moses, we will
believe Christ, and, if we do not be-
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lieve Moses, we will not believe
Christ. Why is · this? It is simply because the redemptive supernaturalism of the Books of Moses is essentially the same as the redemptive
supernaturalism of the New Testament, is preparatory to it, and has its
fulfillment in the Messiah of whom
Moses spoke. Deny this redemptive
supernaturalism in the Pentateuch
and logically there is no place for the
supernatural Christ of .the New
Testament."
Perhaps the only criticism one may
make of the aim of The Five Books
of Moses is the author's assertion that
this book will enable both ministers
and laymen to investigate the Pentateuch question for themselves. We
have found Dr. Allis' book slow reading even for a pastor and theologian.
It is a bit heavy for the average layman. But it deserves a place in every
pastor's library.
H. H. KUMNICK

Courageous Woman
AND THEY SHALL WALK. By
Sister Elizabeth Kenny in collaboration with Martha Ostenso. Dodd,
Mead & Company, New York. 1943.
271 pages. $3.00.
ND

They Shall Walk is a recount-

ing of Sister Elizabeth Kenny's
A
long battle against the orthodox
methods of treatment for infantile
paralysis and other paralytic diseases.
The story of her final success is wellknown, but few realize the long and
heartbreaking struggle Sister Kenny
waged against prejudice, disinterestedness, and open hostility in lay
and medical circles alike.

While still a very young nurse in
the bush of Australia, Elizabeth
Kenny met her first case of infantile
paralysis. Baffled by what she found,
she telegraphed immediately to the
nearest city for medical advice and
was told that, although no known
cure existed for the disease, she
should attempt to make her patient
as comfortable as possible. She therefore treated the symptoms which she
saw, with the amazing result that her
patient recovered completely. These
symptoms, which the medical profession had always treated by splinting
and casting, she recognized as spacity
in the afflicted muscles and hence
treated with hot pack and massage.
Filled with wonder and delight at
her remarkable discovery, she then
set out to give to the world, particular! y to the afflicted children of all
countries, the benefit of this discovery.
For half a lifetime, Sister Kenny
was untiring in her efforts to convince the medical societies and their
representatives that her treatment
was not only the best one, but the
only correct one for the disease.
Finally, after thirty years of failure
and humiliation, she was recognized
by the American Medical Association,
and her treatment was not only sanctioned by the profession, but held in
the highest esteem.
And They Shall Walk is a wellwritten book, and the story it tells
is absorbing. Although it does reflect
some of the bitterness that Sister
Kenny felt at the scoffing she received from the world, it is completely devoid of the justifiable pride she
must have felt when she finally won
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her battle. Sister Kenny is a modest
and humble woman, but, fortunately
for all the world, she is also a courageous and determined woman.
PATTERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH

Spotty Book
THE BEST AMERICAN SHORT
STORIES: 1943. Edited by Martha
Foley. Houghton Mifflin Company.
1943. 428 pages. $2.75.
is the second volume to be
edited by Miss Martha Foley in
T
the best-American-short-story series,
HIS

founded years ago by the late Edward
J. O'Brien. Bringing to her task years
of experience as a foreign correspondent, short-story writer, and editor
of Story} she does a commendable job
in this anthology for 1943.
The book has several outstanding
characteristics, several of which are
decidedly different from those apparent in the earlier editions of Mr.
O'Brien. In the first place, all of the
stories, except one or two, are by
well-known writers. In others words,
Miss Foley is not using the edition
as a means of introducing new short
story writers to the public. She takes
her "best's" where she finds them:
it so happens that most of the authors have reputations already secure
and that most of the stories are taken
from publications which habitually
print good solid material. Saroyan,
Boyle, Faulkner, Horgan, Stegner,
Thurber, and Welty are represented
by works from the New Y orker1 the
Saturday Evening Post 1 the Yale Review} and Harper's Bazaar1 among
others.
Then, too, the selections Miss
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Foley has chosen are very representative of the modern short-story field.
Here are found examples of realism,
naturalism, classicism, and fantasy.
Some emphasize plot, others, character, and still others, mood and atmosphere. Many touch the war; several
do not. This is another evidence of
the all-embracing quality of the edition, for, whether we like it or not,
numerous writers in these United
States are avoiding war themes until
they can achieve the proper perspective. And this statement does not imply that these authors are necessarily
indulging in wild flights of fancy,
either.
It is impossible in a short review
to deal with all of the thirty stories.
However, three require at least passing mention. There is the clever plot
in the well written "The Catbird
Seat," by James Thurber, which is
one of the most entertaining stories
in the anthology. William Faulkner
deserts his naturalism for the time
being in "The Bear," a down-toearth treatment of the eternal verities. Finally, there is "The Peach
Stone," by Paul Horgan, a powerful
story of faith, despite its rather rough
language.
"\!Vhile the book is generally good,
there are things to be said on the
debit side. Although the anthology
purports to be American} this is not
altogether true. Miss Foley appears
to be one of those who believe that
a writer born in America must necessarily write American literature. This
must be the reason for the inclusion
of some of the pieces which are not
American in locale or in outlook or
in philosophy or in spirit. Further-
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more, the selections are very uneven,
this fact becoming more apparent by
comparison and contrast. There are
stories which are ·extremely good;
there are those which, while not
poor, are certainly no better than
mediocre.
Finally, the language is often
strong and violent, sometimes bordering on the vulgar. However, almost everyone can find selections to
his liking among these mature stories
-which are for mature readers only.
W.LOY

America Examined
THE INTERPRETER. By Philip
Gibbs. Doubleday, Doran and Co.,
Garden City, New York. 1943. 296
pages. $2.50.
this book Sir Philip Gibbs, a
veteran political novelist, attempts
to interpret to Americans England,
the English, and the British war effort. The American reader will recognize that he is also interpreting
Americans to the British.
John Barton, an American correspondent, has become familiarized
with the graciousness that lies under
British reserve through his titled English wife, Anne. British fortitude is
impressed upon him by the behavior
of all classes during the bombing.
Anne's death in a raid leaves him
working mechanically at his job as
reporter and broadcaster; but his
messages show such conviction that
he is requested, in the autumn of
1941, to tour the United States and
tell the people directly what he has
seen.
In his tour, which takes him all

I

N

over the country, he talks to many
audiences and answers in question
periods and in private conversations
the queries and objections of people
of many ages and classes. In Boston,
to the theoretical he urges action;
to the Irish-Americans he pleads that
ancient grudges be forgotten. In Chicago, to the complacent mothers of
a radio soap-opera audience he recommends sacrifice. At bars and at soda
fountains men and women manifest
to him their impassioned but confused attitudes toward the war. In
San Francisco, Barton is brought face
to face with Val D. Turner, the
leader of isolationism, who sensationally impugns British sincerity
and courage. When Barton answers
Turner's showy but vague charges
point by point, his opponent lightly
proceeds to personal al1use. By the
close of his tour, Barton has learned
that in general American people
dread the cruelty and chaos of war
~ut are willing to make the contribution of entering if they are convinced that the cause is just.
The argumentative sections of the
book are written on a popular level.
Gibbs does not document his statements or pursue his discussions to
any length. And he assumes that his
readers agree as to what just government is. Several attractive persons
arc sketched, chief among whom is
an eccentric British artist, who manages an extraordinary escape from a
prison camp. But both characterization and plot are superficial.
The book is enlivened by frequent
satire of audiences and hosts. Gibbs
protests especially against the inane
remarks of hand-s?akers and against
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the American custom of exhausting
a visiting lecturer by side invitations
involving "a few words."
ALICE R. BENSEN

In Praise of Democracy
THE AMERICAN. By James Truslow Adams. Charles Scribner's Sons.
New York. 1943. 404 pages. $3.00.
is extremely difficult to generalize
peoples and nationalities.
Such an attempt has been made in
this book by the well-known historian and writer James Truslow
Adams, author of such widely read
volumes as The Epic of America and
The March of Democracy. In The
American Mr. Adams writes that he
intends to " ... follow the American
through his experiences and consider
the .influences which have been operatmg to make him what he is."
Perhaps the book does all that it is
possible to do with such an ambitious
theme.
The American's most important
characteristics, which loom out of a
welter of relatively unimportant
traits, are manifold. Richard Roe, as
Mr. Adams unimaginatively calls him,
has a passionate love of liberty and
~qu~l.ity u~~er law. He is extremely
mdividuahstic and has tended, in the
past, toward isolationism in his political t~inking. He is at: once intensely
practical and intensely spiritual. Finally he is the dreamer of the American Dream,
a Dream of the future, a Dream not of
what has been but of what is to be,
a rainbow, a glimpse of what never was
on land or sea, a Dream woven of hopes
of personal s1:1ccess, of a chance to get
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ahead, to be unhampered, a Dream of
happiness and freedom in which each
willingly takes his chance of rising or
falling but demands that he be not interfered with while struggling.
Many critics may accuse this passage, and others like it, of being pure
flagwaving. But isn't the American,
the common man, pretty sure that
such statements are true? Aren't our
soldiers soon to cross the Channel to
make the. American Dream not impossible for all peoples?
Mr. Adams likewise attempts to
show why we are as we are. Naturally.
because of the complexity of the
problem, he again encounters difficulties in the selecting of influences.
Things as diverse as the Atlantic
Ocean, the colonizing of the West,
immigration, the Mayflower Compact,
the seaboard settlements-all are included as significant effects. Incidentally, the author attaches more importance to geographic factors than
do most historians; in fact, he offers
some evidence concerning the effects
of our physical environment which
is fairly conclusive, at least to a layman.
The American is not abstruse, but
its laborious style does not make it
the more readable. The didactic tone
weighs heavily upon the writing, although the last few chapters of the
book move with less effort than do
the earlier ones.
In spite of its many weaknesses,
The American will probably be added to many libraries of those who
are interested in Americana. It is
good social history, and it may be
of value to the nation as a whole
. through its influence on individuals
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of the reading public. We would do
well to plaster our signboards with
statements like this one:
Democracy, if it succeeds, is the most
satisfying of all forms of government, the
only one which affords scope for all
men to rise to their full stature and to
make the most of their talents for the
good of themselves and of society as a
whole. On the other hand, it is the
most difficult, both tn peace and war.
It is not for all peoples. One thing is
certain, that if we do not face its difficulties, drawbacks and shortcomings,
we cannot work intelligently and wholeheartedly for its success.

W. LoY

Good Collection
0. HENRY MEMORIAL AWARD
PRIZE STORIES OF I943· Edited
by Herschel Brickell. Doubleday,
Doran and Co., Garden City, N.
Y. 1943. 309 pages. $2.50.
LONG

quarter-hour of waiting, a

A brief half-hour of leisure-the
immense vogue of the short story in
our day is understandable.
This collection contains twentytwo stories, considered by able judges
as the year's best. The winner of the
first prize is Eudora Welty's "Livvie
Is Back," a story of Negroes in the
Natchez country. Problems in the relations between Negroes and vVhites
are the basis of two other stories in
the collection; in Miss Welty's, however, the situation is unusually subtle,
since the conflict is not between races
but between members of one race
who have been conditioned by or are
rebelling against the standards of the
other.

A boxcar-full of French prisoners
of war is the material of the second
winner, "The Knot Hole," by Dorothy Canfield. To the subject of the
war Kay Boyle contributes a study
of parting, and Pearl Buck a story of
the complex relation of human decency and racial hatred in the minds
of a Japanese couple.
"The Fishermen of Patzcuaro," the
third winner, by William Fifield,
leads the several stories concerned
primarily with sexual problems; it
achieves a universality unusual in
present-day writing. Josephine Johnson, in "The Glass Pigeon," studies
the destruction of a child by an environment too exclusively feminine.
In "The Unfaithful," Whitfield Cook
presents the onset of a bitter realization.
The tall tale has its inning in William C. White's "Pecos Bill and the
Willful Coyote." Equally American is
"The Old She 'Gator," Peggy von der
Goltz' hilarious dialect story of a
Southern swamp.
One of the judges observes that
most of the stories selected have "plot
in the strictest sense of the word" in
spite of the fact that for some years
the short story tended more and
more toward the sketch. Nevertheless,
the perception of the truth of a situation or of a relationship, or of the
place of these in the whole of life,
continues to be the aim of most of
these stories.
It is interesting to remark that although sixty-one periodicals were consulted in the choosing of stories, the
twenty-two stories selected were found
in nine.
ALICE

R.

BENSEN
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Thought-Provoking Plans
TOTAL PEACE: What Makes Wars
and How to Organize Peace. By
Ely Culbertson. Doubleday, Doran
& Co., Inc., New York. 1943. 344
pages. $2.50.
RIDGE players throughout the
world recognize Ely Culbertson
as an authority; and Culbertson himself says that bridge is, and always
will be, his hobby, that it is still his
bread and butter. He has been "a
scientific gambler in cards" since the
twenties. His father was an American, his mother a Russian. He was
brought up in Russia, where Culbertson the Elder developed the rich
oil fields of Grozny and amassed a
fortune. Early in life Ely became a
revolutionist. "I violated the commandments of the Czar," he writes,
"and was put in jail." There he
learned to play cards. After he had
been released from prison "thr_ough
the double circumstance of being a
minor and a native American," he
continued his revolutionary activities
for a time but later gave them up to
become what he himself calls "a
social engineer." He says:

B

During the First World War, while
others fought each other, I studied the
techniques of their fighting and the
forces that made them fight. After the
war I continued my studies. Force is
power in action. It was necessary, therefore, to study the causes of war, the
means of making war, military science,
the technique of revolutions. I studied
all the prophets of force and trickery
from the ancients through Machiavelli
to Robespierre, Napoleon, Clausewitz,
Darwin, Bakunin, Nietzsche, Sorel, Lenin, Trotsky, and Haushofer.
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Before Culbertson could complete
his "studies of societies," he was
ruined financially by the Communist
Revolution in Russia. He returned
to the United States, penniless, and
settled in New York. Since he has
always been "fascinated by the bizarre world of cards," with its "inexorable rhythm of the law of probabilities," he resorted to scientific
gambling. He built up a system of
bridge for his private use and often
had "big winnings"; but his wife
convinced him that it would be better and more profitable for him to
teach others his "marvelous system
of contract bridge." His success was
phenomenal. Bridge enabled him to
become his own master; it provided
him with the means and the leisure
to devote himself "to more intensive
and fruitful research in the problems
of force." Furthermore, the promotion of contract bridge afforded Mr.
Culbertson "a unique opportunity to
test practically and to improve the
soundness of my theories of social
psychology and mass propaganda."
He began to put the results of his
"studies on the structure and dynamics of societies into a book."
After years of thought and labor he
completed the volume in the spring
of 1943. In Total Peace he presents
his thought-provoking system of
United States foreign policy and his
plans for world-peace. Many of his
basic concepts, he says, "were already
there and had stood the test of
events."
My concepts were based on an enlightened understanding of the rules
of power politics that a great state must
practice if it is to avoid disastrous com-
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binations of enemy powers or even to
survive. Building a system for a foreign
policy of the greatest state in the world,
in such a manner that it would withstand the stresses and strains of events
tomorrow as well as a generation hence,
was a presumptuous and awesome task.

o one can read Total Peace without realizing that the author has
N
an extraordinarily keen mind. Mr.
Culbertson's conclusions and convictions as to the foreign policy which
the United States must pursue in order to safeguard its own interests are
worthy of careful examination. His
views as to what can and should be
done in order to insure peace for the
entire world deserve equally painstaking attention. Many will disagree
radically with him in this point or in
that; but it would be the height of
folly to shunt the book aside contemptuously merely because Mr. Culbertson happens to be known as a
"card shark." Scores of men and
women throughout the world are
prating piously and endlessly of
world-peace without being able to
provide their patient listeners with
concrete plans; but Mr. Culbertson
has something tangible to offer. Some
of his views may be askew in more
than one respect; yet they present a
practical basis for discussion. Total
Peace does not deal in idle patter.
The author advocates a plan for
a world-federation patterned after
the federal-state structure of our
country. At the end of the present
war, declares Mr. Culbertson, there
must be a provisional peace settlement; but it is vitally important that
the entire world be reorganized to

prevent the recurrence of catastrophes such as the one which is now
engulfing mankind. Sovereign nations are to be retained; yet they
must be divested of the power to
wage wars of aggression. Let us group
the nations of the world together
into eleven federations, argues Mr.
Culbertson: an American Federation,
a British, a Latin-European, a Chinese, a Germanic, a Middle-European, a Russian, a Middle-Eastern, a
Japanese, a Malaysian, and an Indian. Let the United States and
Great Britain be temporary trustees.
In Total Peace Mr. Culbertson presents a constitution for his worldfederation and states that there must
be a president, a world-court, and
other legislative and executive agencies.
How does the author propose to
maintain the federation he suggests?
How, in his opinion, can it be prevented from toppling down into destruction like a flimsy house of cards?
A world police force, organized according to the pattern provided by
the militia of_our own states in relation to the federal forces, will, so
'thinks Mr. Culberts~n, solve the
problem. His plan seems to be mathematically simple. Each power will
have an army of its own; but there
must be one mobile international
force, commanded by the government of the world-federation, made
up largely of nationals of the smaller
states, and vested with absolute control over "segregated weapons" such
as airplanes, heavy artillery, and armored ships. Whenever there are
threats of aggression, the national
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contingents may be called into action by the supreme authority of the
international contingent, just as the
militia of our states may be called
upon in an emergency to fight in the
service of the federal government.
The mobile force would control 22
per cent of the military and naval
strength of the world. There are
other details of organization, management, and procedure; but it is
sufficient for this review to mention
in broad outline only parts of the
ingenious plans developed in Mr.
Culbertson's book.
Read Total Peace. Familiarize
yourself with the nimble-witted author's many thought-provoking views
and suggestions. Then ponder his
statements in the light of history.
You may come to the conclusion that
much of what he says is visionary;
but you must grant that all mankind
has the duty to work energetically,
wisely, and ceaselessly for world-peace
and that Mr. Culbertson is trying to
do his share of that duty.

JUNGLE GOLD
THE WEEPING WOOD. By Vicki
Baum. Doubleday, Doran & Co.,
New York. 1943. 531 pages. $3.00.
book, Vicki Baum tells us, is
"the story of rubber in terms of
people. What people did to rubber;
more interesting yet: what rubber did
to people." The story begins more
than two centuries ago in the wilds
of Brazil, where the native Indians
fashioned numerous small articles
from the tears of the "weeping
wood," as they called the rubber tree.
Through fifteen chapters-each in it-
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self a complete episode and yet clearly integrated into a harmonious whole
-Miss Baum traces the growth of the
rubber industry down to the exciting
present. It is, for the most part, a
grim and bloody record; for in many
parts of the world the precious jungle
gold was procured at a terrible cost
in human suffering. Miss Baum has
created a dark and brutal picture-a
picture in which fear, greed, treachery, savage lust, and ruthless exploitation only occasionally give way to
joyousness, compassion, generosity,
and nobility.
Although the author admittedly
"has studied enough books, amassed
enough footnotes, done enough research, and pestered enough experts
for information to merit a modest
Ph. D. degree," it seems quite unlikely
that The Weeping Wood will ever
supplant the more prosaic textbooks
dealing with the study of rubber and
the rubber industry.

WASTED WORDS
PACIFIC BLACKo'UT. By John
McCutcheon Raleigh. Dodd, Mead
& Co., New York. 1943. 244 pages.
$2.50.
RODUCTION

of trade and text books

Puses only Y2 of 1 per cent of all

paper manufactured in this country.
But book publishers, as well as other
users of paper, are doing their share
to conserve paper. Once in a while
they make a mistake. Pacific Blackout
represents such a mistake; what is informative and valuable in the book
amounts to no more than one-third
the total number of pages.
'!he year before Pearl Harbor John
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Raleigh reported for Columbia
Broadcasting System and United Press
from the Dutch East Indies; for a
half-year after Pearl Harbor he reported from Australia. In Pacific
Blackout be recounts the negotiations
between Japan and Netherlands India during the months prior to war,
the civilian and the military preparations for defense of the islands, and
the staunch resistance to invasion. He
describes the early preparations of
Australia for resisting attack and the
early friction between Australians and
American troops (and American correspondents). He touches upon the
people, the industrial problems, and
the governments of Netherlands India and of Australia. This informative
material is spread thin; the bulk of
the book is made up of personal happenings, the ballast-words used by
news broadcasters, and repetition.
While repetition merely annoys
radio listeners, it is extremely irritating to readers of books. If a reader
learns on page 28 that Yoshizawa was
the chief Japanese trade delegate to
the Indies, he does not need to be
told again on page 32. Four times
Mr. Raleigh mentions that Ishizawa
was Consul General (pp. 38, 40, 82,
90) . Three times he records Mr. Duff
Cooper's promise to the Dutch that
England would aid them (pp. 48, 49,
51). Occasionally repetition is varied
by difference. On page 150 it is reported that only eighty tons of war
materials a day could be brought to
Port Darwin by truck; by page 157
the figure is down to fifty tons.
Worse, however, than any of the
shortcomings so far mentioned is the
author's failure to appraise the polit-

ical and economic organization of the
Indies and of Australia. He should
have studied the second edition of
Amry Vandenbosch's The Dutch East
Indies: Its Government, Problems,
and Politics (University of California
Press).
pALMER CZAMANSKE.

FIVE GENERATIONS
JOSHUA MOORE, AMERICAN. By
George F. Hummel. Doubleday,
Doran & Co., Garden City, New
York. 1943. 456 pages. $2.75.
OTABLE enough to be included in

the Yale Review's autumn "LiN
brary of the Quarter," George F.
Hummel's panoramic novel of the
growth of America stretches in time
from 1640 to the present and in space
from Connecticut to California. In
ideas it stretches from the notions
that America was a land created for
white people to the one that no land
is to be exploited by whites, that
workers are the servants of capitalistic society to the one that no worker
is to be exploited by the industrial
system. In historical pictures it ranges
from portrayal of an early settlement
on Long Island as a little world in
itself to portrayal of a modern town
becoming conscious of Wendell Willkie's One World. The book interprets
democracy.
Five big Joshua Moores strode
through five periods of America's history, each seeking happiness on some
frontier. Each served his country in
war. The first Joshua, who married
Beulah Moore, was a wheel-wright, a
hunter, and a farmer among the first
settlers of Long Island. The second
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Joshua, who married Sigrid Christiansen, was a farmer in the wild land of
Ohio. The third farmer Joshua, who
married Patricia Shaughnessy, became
governor of the Kansas Territory.
The fourth Joshua, who married Terese Angeline La Mar, was a lumber
and shipping tycoon. It was he who
became disgusted with labor- and
capital-greed on the West Coast and
returned to Norwold, where the first
Joshua had hewn his home from the
wilderness. The fifth Joshua married
Katrinka Kowalski. World War II
came before he had conquered his
frontier.
pALMER CZAMANSKE.

DISTINGUISHED WRITING
THE WIDE NET. By Eudora Welty.
Harcourt, Brace and Company,
New York. 1943. 214 pages. $2.50.
HIS

collection of eight short sto-

T ries, the third book by this young
Southern writer, takes us into the
Natchez country. We ride the Natchez Trace with Aaron Burr, trek the
swamps with Audubon, and follow
the Trace again in our own time with
a gaudy young Negro in a zoot suit;
we dance cotillions and minuets in
great parlors and watch a young
Negress in a cottage arrange an invalid tray for her aged husband; we
encounter the feverish outlaw Murrell and we observe the complicated
degradation of a proud family in a
ghost town.
And yet these stories are not primarily "regional." Illuminating the
Natchez country is less the writer's
purpose than presenting certain marginal aspects of human life every-
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where; the single background partly
serves to explain this particular incidence of these aspects, but it also
partly serves to give the impression
that any small segment of life is more
crowded with these elements than
one might think.
The selection of odd characters is
in part a technique for the elimination of false clues that might betray
the reader into conventional interpretations. We are called upon less
to study these characters than to see
by means of them a conflict, a mood,
a relationship. In one story, where
the central figure is a normal child,
a background of storm and a state
of dreaming are used to block off irrelevant elements.
When, through these odd characters and unlikely situations, a particular aspect of life has been presented, its universality is at once evident. The fantastic fragments are
seen composing a clear, repeatable
pattern.
Miss Welty's prose calls for the
highest praise. One may select passages at random. In the following,
Audubon, the outlaw Murrell, and
the fanatic evangelist Lorenzo are
standing together in the deep woods
along the Trace:
In that quiet moment a solitary snowy
heron flew down not far away and began to feed beside the marsh water.
At the single streak of flight, the ears
of the race horse lifted, and the eyes of
the men too as they all looked into the
west toward the heron, and all eyes infused with a sort of wildness.
Lorenzo gave the bird a triumphant
look, such as a man may bestow upon
his own vision, and thought, Nearness
is near, lighted in a marsh-land, feeding
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at sunset. Praise God, His love has come
visible.

PALATABLE HISTORY
AMERICAN HEROES AND HERO
WORSHIP. By Gerald W. Johnson. Harper and Brothers, New
York. 1943. 284 pages. $3.00.
o " . . . contribute somewhat to

straighter thinking about the
T
problems that confront us today, and
with which we must deal with such
light as we have . . ."-this is the
purpose of Gerald W. Johnson, journalist, political observer, and historian, in giving to America a provocative book on the ironies in our
history. By showing what he consider s our mistaken estimates of
events and characters of the past, Mr.
Johnson lends weight to the belief
that the New York Times did a service to the nation in demanding more
and better United States history courses in our schools.
Everyone who cares about the political and social future of America
should read at least the first and last
chapters of American Heroes and
Hero Worship. These sections alone
should have the same effect as a bracing dip in Lake Michigan on Lincoln's birthday. In view of the illogical and unreasonable course which
our history has run, some will wonder
how our form of government has
survived, much less prospered. But
Mr. Johnson doesn't despair. Rather
he takes courage from the fact that
our history is proof that "what
couldn't happen did." This gives him
the reason to hope that America
". . . being compelled to be great

will exhibit the wisdom, the courage,
and the grace we dare not believe it
has, and will climb above its difficulties and above itself, to stand
among the stars."
The author sets out to show that
our history is a series of ironies.
Reached by means of evidence based
on fact, his conclusions are inferences
with which many historians will disagree. Here are some of the contentions found in this work: that the
Frenchman who founded our mightiest industry was radical, scatterbrained, and visionary; that, contrary
to popular opinion, Alexander Hamilton was the idealist and Thomas
Jefferson, the realist; that Clay and
Van Bur~n each stepped out of character and thus was eliminated from
public life; that Harrison, ignorant
of politics, defeated the pre-eminent
politicians of his time at their own
game; that William Jennings Bryan
s.u cceeded while Theodore Roosevelt
did not; that the American people,
by repudiating vVilson because they
feared the system he envisioned,
brought the nation to the position of
being impelled now to uphold a modern version of Wilson's new order.
There will be those who cannot
subscribe to all of these views. However, the conclusion that only a foolish man will attempt to forecast any
public event or to pigeon-hole any
public figure is difficult to escape.
In vigorous, sometimes colloquial,
and always pleasing American English, Mr. Johnson writes history that
is easy to take. And do not let the
title of the book fool you. The author
is no disciple of Carlyle. Most of his
inferences are founded upon the idea
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that the Age has much to do with
the shaping of the Man.

MEDICINE FOR EVERYBODY
KAISER WAKES THE DOCTORS.
By Paul de Kruif. Harcourt, Brace
& Co., New York. 1943. 158 pages.
$2.00.
HE

problem of socialized medicine

T has long been one of the smoldering questions in America. Although
this government-supplied medicine
for all people has many good points,
there are many objectionable features, the chief of which seems to be
the danger of politics' managing and
corrupting the profession. As a result, medical circles and most laymen are strongly against it. Henry J.
Kaiser believes no more in socialized
medicine than all these people. But
he does believe in prepaid industrial
medicine, with the medical care on
a par with that of the Mayo and
Lahey clinics, for everyone in the
United States.
One of the country's foremost medical reporters presents Mr. Kaiser's
struggle to give his own workers the
best medical care in the world, and
his consequent efforts to spread his
gospel to the whole nation. Mr. Kaiser's apostolic zeal in this work, according to de Kruif, arose originally
from the fact that his own mother
died from lack of sufficient medical
care at the age of 49.
Kaiser's cement company contracted to build the Grand Coulee Dam
in 1938. When Kaiser arrived upon
the scene, he found 15,000 people,
largely workers and their families,
with half a dozen doctors to care for
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them. Resolving that these workers
should have care-and the best care
that anyone's money could buy-the
Kaiser family decided to furnish it
even at a loss to themselves.
Through a young physician, Dr.
Sidney Garfield, who had built a
small hospital in the California desert
for the workers on the Los Angeles
Aqueduct, the Kaisers-Henry and
his two sons-found that prepaid industrial medicine could not only furnish luxury medical care, but could
pay for itself. Furthermore, this excellent care was furnished at a cost
of 7c per day to each worker-half a
pack of cigarets. In the usual Kaiser
manner, the Coulee hospital was completed, staffed, and in use in an amazingly short time under Dr. Garfield.
The workers were surprised to find a
place where they received even the
most minute inspections and in attractive surroundings. And the nation
was surprised to find the Grand
Coulee Dam finished ahead of schedule.
When the Kaisers began building
liberty ships in pre-Pearl Harbor
days, the same complete care was
necessary, and it was provided in the
Permanente hospital despite priorities
and red tape. But whispers of wildcat medicine and unethical doings
threatened to swamp the project,
aided by certain factions within the
American Medical Association, the
all-powerful organization which
brought American medicine to the
great standard which it maintains
now. At the point where some of the
Permanente hospital physicians began
to leave for fear of ostracism the tide
was turned by a leading industrial
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surgeon, Dr. Carl Johnson, from Oklahoma. He had heard some grave
charges against the hospital and went
to investigate. His verdict:
This is putting the whole practice of
medicine on the spot. Talk about wildcat medicine-contrary to ethics. . . .
This is real Good Samaritan. Here you
see the old Oath of Hippocrates really
in action.
Kaiser believes that there should
be 1,000 such complete modern clinics throughout the country, available to every citizen and at a prepaid
rate which give him absolutely every
care-no "extras." He himself has
found it possible to pay the many
highly-trained specialists from $450 to
$1,000 monthly. Kaiser's contention is
that the large majority of doctors
want to make their healing art available to all men, but not at the cost

of starving their own families; hence
the many people refused medical care
because of insolvency. He believes
that a doctor completely unharassed
by financial matters, office rents, and
other mundane matters can give his
best to this work. This doctor would
not have to give charity, nor any selfrespecting man to receive it. The
wide-open field of preventative medicine could control epidemics, syphilis, pneumonia, cancer, and rheumatic heartwreck, according to Mr. de
Kruif, and raise the health of the
whole nation, since people would
take full advantage of medicine that
was already paid for and not let the
fear of doctors' bills keep them away.
Certainly this book is one of the
greatest challenges the medical profession has received.

J~NET STEBEN
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A SURVEY OF BOOKS
SUCH INTERESTING
PEOPLE
By Robert J. Casey. The HobbsMerrill Co., Indianapolis and New
York. 1943. 347 pages. $3.00.
is well and favorreaders of the
on whose staff
he has spent most of his many years
as a newspaperman. He has also
written a goodly number of books
on a wide variety of topics. The "interesting people" of whom he tells
here are people whom he has met or
heard about in the newspaper game.
It is his contention that nowhere else
is such a collection of human oddities
to be found as in and about newspaper offices, except perhaps in madhouses. He makes out a good case
for that contention by setting before
the . reader in crisp journalistic style
a wealth of stories and anecdotes
about all sorts of goings-on, many of
them highly humorous. Only at one
point did we catch him attributing
a story which we heard forty years
ago to a newspaperman in 1938. We
seldom do more than smile or grin

when we read something funny, but
Casey made us laugh out loud about
half a dozen times. Very dignified
people, accordingly, had better read
the book where they can safely guffaw without rupturing their dignity.

OBERT CASEY

ably known to
R
Chicago Daily News

1

INHERIT THE WIND
By Maxeda Ferguson von Hesse.
Wm. Morrow & Company, New
York. 1943. 282 pages. $2.50.
HERE

is much to praise and much

T to commend in Maxeda Ferguson

von Hesse's novel of life in the Florida Everglades. Miss von Hesse is on
familiar ground. She knows intimately the 'Glades and the men and
women-white, red, and black-who
people these remote swamplands. She
has lived and worked among those
people, she speaks their languages,
and she understands their ways and
their morals. Inherit the Wind contains many separate small pictures
and characterizations which, in themselves, are superbly done. It has all
the ingredients necessary to the making of a good plot, and it has the additional advantage of a dramatic set-
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ting in a land which is recurrently
torn and twisted by terrifying hurricanes. Having assembled these excellent properties, Miss von Hesse does
not make full use of them. They remain excellent properties, scattered
over a cluttered and disorganized
stage.
The gifted author of Inherit the
Tif'ind is an ambitious and energetic
young woman. She works with her
mother in the Von Hesse Studio of
Effective Speech, runs a flourishing
farm in Vermont, and serves as a
First Lieutenant in the Red Cross
Motor Corps. It will be interesting
to see what Miss von Hesse will accomplish in the field of literature
when she has acquired greater facility in the art of writing.

ALSO THE HILLS
By Francis Parkinson Keyes. Julian
Messner, Inc., New York. 1943. 622
pages. $3.00.
HIS

new novel from the pen of

Francis Parkinson Keyes relates
T
in voluminous detail the effect which

the corning of war had on one fine
old New England family. The Farmans, of Farman Hill, were an integral part of the history of New
England; their roots were deep and
secure in the hills of New Hampshire. The news of the attack on
Pearl Harbor came into their quiet
lives like a bombshell-a bombshell
which shattered forever the orderly
pattern of their days. Also the Hills
begins on that fateful December 7,
1941, and carries us into the summer
of 1943. Mrs. Keyes, as is her custom,
has set her characters against an au-

thentic background. From the hills
of New Hampshire we travel in spirit
to the far corners of the earth. Directly or indirectly many aspects of
the complex picture of a world at
war are touched upon: racial antagonism, religious prejudice, spies and
saboteurs, the Red Cross, home front
difficulties, separations and reunions,
life and death, even the F.B.I.
For many years Mrs. Keyes' books
have enjoyed widespread popularity.
Crescent Carnival (1942) was on the
nation's best-seller lists for months.
It seems safe to predict that Also the
Hills will fare equally well.

MRS. HEATON'S
DAUGHTER
By Dorsha Hayes. Ziff-Davis Publishing Company, Chicago. 1943.
399 pages. $2.75.
SORDID and tawdry tale of tragic

A conflict between an unnatural
mother and a cowed and browbeaten daughter, Mrs. Heaton's Daughter is, alas, utterly undistinguished.
The story is oppressively theatrical,
the characterizations are stilted and
superficial, and Mrs. Hayes' prose
lacks polish and persuasiveness.

TOMORROW IS FOREVER
By Gwen Bristow. Thomas Y.
Crowell Company, New York.
1943. 259 pages. $2.50.
oR more than twenty years Eliza-

beth Kittredge Herlong believed
F
that her first husband had been
killed at Chateau-Thierry. Then she
met German refugee Erich Kessler,
and for a little while she was tor-
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tured by the thought that, incredible
as it seemed, this brilliant, tortured
cripple was really Arthur Kittredge.
As a matter of fact, he was Arthur
Kittredge. The story of his strange
experiences after a famous. German
surgeon had patched his shattered
body into a semblance of his former
self and the curious chain of events

which brought him back to his native
land form the theme of Tomorrow
Is Forever. Gwen Bristow handles
this dangerous and difficult theme in
a skilful manner. Occasionally she
permits a tendency toward highminded but ·shallow philosophizing
to obtrude itself into the absorbing
and ingeniously developed plot.
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Verse
Beneath this Bridge
Beneath this bridge, a rushing stream;
I hear no roar, I only see its flowingFrom where I stand, I see the gleam
Of life as well, and hear it, seaward going.
Flow on, flow on! to where the distance dies .. . .
What do I care-rush to that far dark place:
For I have gazed enough how your waves race,
And listened much too long to all their cries ....
(Translated from the Slovak original by Hviezdoslav)

- JAROSLAV VAJDA.
Postbellum Russia
Along the Steppes peacetime lies deep.
Into lush clover goes the bee;
Into rich grainland acres seep
The dews; dawn pipes Calliope
Where lightning bolts of anger were;
Where flowers of horror blossomed red,
Now only tenderest breezes stir
The quiet dust of the long-dead.
-ROLAND RYDER-SMITH.

Breathing Spell on a Saturday Morning
Clouds from out my window
and a sky
Made grey by smoke from chimney-laden streets,
A plane whirs past
and slowly takes my eyeAnd then the rustling winds pass through the trees.
Oh, how could work be dull to such as me
When God looks down
and makes life glad and free?
-DOROTHY MEYER

Recent

Each month THE CRESSET presents a
check list of important articles in
leading magazines which will be of
interest to our readers

"Hitler did not create Germany,
but Germany created Hitler," is
the thesis of F. W. Foerster's article titled "Peace With Germany"
in The Commonweal of Jan. 7·
Mr. Foerster goes on to say that
"one hundred years of ever-growing Pan-Germanism, racial pride,
militarism, glorification of war,
and finally fifteen years of rearmament and propaganda for revenge produced the ruthless Fuehrer." Even in the years of the
Weimar Republic, so the author
believes, the war office secretly
planned for World War II. Mr.
Foerster advocates that "GreatPrussianism" and Pan-Germanism
be crushed for all times. He proposes long-term allied control of
Germany. "Large armies are not
required for the long-term occupation. A symbolic occupation,
backed by air police which can
be quickly and largely re-inforced,
will be sufficient, if it covers an
allied directorium over Germany."
Perhaps President Roosevelt had

something like this in mind when
in his message to Congress on Jan.
11 he said, "Unquestioned military control over disturbers of the
peace is as necessary among nations as it is among citizens in a
community."
In "Labor On Trial" (The
Commonweal~ Jan. 7, 1944), John
C. Cort presents a noteworthy
analysis of the findings and recommendations of the American Civil
Liberties Union which recently
published its results in an 86-page
pamphlet titled Democracy in
Trade Unions (write to ACLU,
170 Fifth Ave., New York, for a
copy and enclose twenty-five
cents). Though Mr. Cort believes
"that our trade unions are virtually the only instruments of domestic process in the whole realm of
American industry," he devotes
the larger part of his article to a
discussion of some abuses in the
trade unions, "abuses which
threaten the future safety and efficiency of unionism itself."
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Among these abuses he notes the
charging of prohibitory initiation
fees, discrimination against N egroes, and various evils resulting
largely from loose and vague
wordings in some constitutions.
Mr. Cort recognizes, however, that
the most perfect constitutions in
the world and the most watertight, skid-proof laws in the world
are not going to produce "democrary in trade unions." What is
necessaryJ so he believes, is a
"smart, articulate, determined
rank-and-file, watching their leaders ... and participating actively
in union affairs."
Gradually the truth is seeping
out. Until recently it was difficult
to decide how much truth and untruth there was to reports of
Franco's treatment of war prisoners. 't\Te held our breath with respect to some of the hair-raising
indictments against Franco. Now
Klaus Dohrn, "a Catholic who has
-been in them," tells his story of
"Franco's Prisons" (The CommonwealJ Dec. 31, 1943). Here are his
findings.
Today, five years after the end of
the Civil "\Var, Spain's prisons and concentration camps are still crammed.
. . . The victor has never granted a
general amnesty, and periodical
special amnesties which, strangely
enough, have not distinguished political from criminal prisoners, have
not been generous enough to empty
the jails. The few who were released
were quickly replaced thanks to new

arrests, sentences and administrative
measures.

The author concludes what appears to be a very fair analysis:
Like an enormous nightmare Franco's overcrowded prisons encumber
the Spanish nation, preventing its
psychological and economic recovery,
spreading physical and mental disease.

One asks,
What will the -"Big Four" do to
Franco when the shooting is over?

According to a survey of public
opinion in FortuneJ Americans
want their leaders to impose firm,
but not destructive terms on the
German people at the close of the
war. The vote on various measures
proposed ran:-a) Abolishing the
Nazi party: yes, 87 ·9 per cent; no,
3.2; don't know, 8.9; b) Completely demobilizing the German Army
and keeping the Germans from
having any army again: yes, 77.2;
no, 13.o; don't know, 9.8; c) Governing Germany with an occupation force for several years: yes,
73.2; no, 11.4; don't know, 15.4;
d) Breaking Germany up into
smaller states: yes, 29.5; no, 40.5;
don't know, 3o.o; e) Preventing
the Germans from rebuilding
their steel, chemical, and automotive industries: yes, 30.9; no,
52.8; don't know, 16.3; f) Making
German labor rebuild devastated
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areas in other countries at the
rate usually paid prisoners of
war: yes, 46.1; no, 31.g; don't
know, 22.0.
Bernard Iddings Bell, in Harper's, writes "a letter to the churches" under the heading, "Before
the Men March Home." He deprecates the expectation which is
held in some quarters that large
numbers of our soldiers who were
not Christians when they went to
war will return as such. Most of
them, he insists, will remain what
they were-only more intensely so.
"The great majority know next to
nothing about religion. The separation between Church and State
in the schools, and the astounding
incompetence of most of the
churches in respect to religious
education, and the indifference of
parents to God, have combined to

turn out a group of young people
composed, to the extent of eighty
per cent, of religious illiterates."
How many of these, whom the
church had not won before they
went away, can it expect to win
before they come back? As for
those who are earnest Christians,
Bell believes that they will demand of the home churches, when
they return, a full emphasis on
God as He is in Christ, clear
preaching of the moral demands
of God on the individual and on
society, and a selfless love tpat
shares in the miseries and sorrows
of others. It is to be hoped that
this article will lead to honest
heartsearchings, both in churches
which have obviously failed in
their duties-and also in such as
rest in the comforting tradition
that all is well with them.

I must do something to keep my thoughts fresh and
growing. I dread nothing so much as falling into a rut
and feeling myself becoming a fossil.
-JAMES A. GARFIELD
Error is always more busy than ignorance, Ignorance is
a blank sheet on which we may write; but error is a
scribbled one from which we must first erase.
-COLTON

Motion Picture
THE CRESSET

evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces

year 1943 was a hectic one
T for the
fabulous world of make-

Here are the awards made by
the New York critics: best picture of the year, l!Vatch on the
Rhine; best actor, Paul Lukas
(Watch on the Rhine); best actress, Ida Lupino (The Hard
Way );outstanding director, George
Stevens-for his excellent direction of The More the Merrier.
It is interesting and illuminating to compare the results of the
critics' poll with those obtained
in the twelfth consecutive annual
nation-wide survey conducted by
The Motion Picture Herald.
Measuring in terms of box-office
appeal, the Herald lists as the top
ten of 1943: (1) Betty Grable,
(2) Bob Hope, (3) Abbott and
Costello, (4) Bing Crosby, (5)
Gary Cooper, (6) Greer Garson,
(7) Humphrey Bogart, (8) James
Cagney, (g) Mickey Rooney, and
(1o) Clark Gable. If this is an
accurate barometer of public reaction, chalk up a victory for
those who have been clamoring
for. more musical films and light
comedies.

HE

believe which we call Hollywood.
It began with a great hue and cry
about shortages and curtailments;
it ended in a tremendous crescendo of lavish expenditure and
stepped-up production. Ceilings
imposed in 1942 came tumbling
down as a golden stream of profits
poured into the coffers of the
motion-picture indus try. Financially it was a banner year for the
film industry; from an artistic
viewpoint the quality of its product fell short of the high standards
set in other years. Bosley Crow. ther, of the New York Times, describing the meeting of the New
York Film Critics Association,
says:
This conclave was so peaceful that
an old-time dissenter blushed for
shame.... It may be that everybody
was so lukewarm toward most of last
year's fare that mental and physical
violence seemed a foolish and useless
waste. We didn't feel a single hackle
rise on the back of our neck.
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Betty Grable's current film,
Sweet Rosie O'Grady (2oth Century-Fox, Irving Cummings) ,
underscores the fact that Miss
Grable's success cannot be due primarily-or even secondarily-to
outstanding ability in the art of
acting. A period piece done in
sumptuous technicolor, Sweet Rosie O'Grady continues with only
minor variations the cycle of musical extravaganzas which skyrocketed Miss Grable to fame.
Riding High (Paramount,
George Marshall) and The
Gang's All Here (2oth CenturyFox, Busby Berkeley) are out-andout escapist diet-no plot to speak
of, no tributes, no messages, no
demands on anything but our eyes
and our ears. Lavishly produced
in technicolor, both films are gay,
colorful, more or less tuneful, enlivened by first-rate variety turns,
and spotted with moderately good
comedy. Costuming and dialogue
-as in most of the popular shows
on the legitimate stage as well as
on the screen- frequently totter
precariously on the borderline of
good taste and common decency.
A Lady Takes a Chance (RKORadio, William A. Seiter) regular! y wanders far over the borderline. Jean Arthur is admittedly
one of the ablest and most attractive of present-day film comediennes. Unfortunately, her portrayal of the adventuresome lady who
would a-wooing go often sacrifices
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subtlety to crude horseplay. The
amazingly unrestrained amorous
interludes, the obvious doubletalk, and the rough-and-tumble
brawls lead one to believe that
this film got by the Hays office
like the proverbial pig in the poke
-sight unseen.
Top Man (Universal) brings us
another large dose of young Donald O'Connor, the precocious adolescent who seems bent on outrooneying Rooney. Old-time favorites Lillian Gish and Richard
Dix appear in small supporting
parts, and charming young Susanna Foster is sadly miscast in a
jive and jitterbug role.
Swing Shift Masie (M-G-M,
Norman Z. McLeod) continues
the story of Masie Revere, the
modern gal whose hardboiled exterior covers but never really conceals a heart of purest gold. Begun
on a small B-budget, the Masie
series has been amazing! y popular
because of the good acting of Ann
Sothern.
The Ox-Bow Incident (2oth
Century-Fox, William Wellman)
has had no extravagant publicity
and has not been a big box-office
success; but it has ranked high in
every critic's choice of the best
films released in 1943, and Mr.
Wellman missed being named the·
year's outstanding director by
only one vote. Based on Walter
Van Clark Tilburg's novel, The
Ox-Bow Incident is a dark and
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terrible picture-a forceful and
timely reiteration of the truth
that, since all law is essentially
an expression of men's consciences, law and order are inevitably trampled under foot when
men fail to heed the dictates of
conscience. A fine cast, headed by
Henry Fonda and Dana Andrews,
plays out the stark tragedy of vicious lawlessness to a grim and
ugly climax.
On August 7, 1942, a detachment of United States Marines
seized and occupied a seven-mile
strip of land on the Japanese-held
island of Guadalcanal. Tenaciously the Leathernecks clung to this
precarious toehold, defending it
against innumerable attacks by
superior air, land, and sea forces,
until, late in October, they were
relieved by the United States
Army. The story of these harrowing weeks has been recorded by
I.N .S. correspondent Richard Tregaskis in his fine book, Guadalcanal Diary. Mr. Tregaskis was on
Guadalcanal for seven weeks; he
knows from actual experience the
incredible hardships of jungle
warfare. There were long days of
waiting and endless nights, made
hideous by devastating bombing
attacks. Again and again the sudden impact of an unseen sniper's
bullet found its mark. It was a
world of mud, blood, and fever;
the feel and smell of death was
thick and nauseating. A curious,

creeping dread came over peaceloving men who had been soldiers
for so short a time when they were
suddenly confronted with the necessity to kill or be killed. There
were unexpected, unbelievable
acts of nobility and heroism. Although the film version of Guadalcanal Diary (2oth Century-Fox,
Lewis Seiler) does not achieve the
straightforward realism of Mr.
Tregaskis' book, it is, nevertheless,
a picture which every adult citizen
should see. vVe need to be reminded of the price with which our
present security has been purchased.
Sahara (Columbia, Zoltan Korda) achieves distinction on two
counts: ( 1) it is one of the most
expertly plotted melodramas of
the year, and (2) it brings home
to us with telling force the savage
cruelty of desert warfare. We can
dismiss as sheer fiction the exciting
series of improbable stratagems
and heroisms which enables the
crew of the U. S. tank Lulubelle
to capture a large force of Rommel's Nazis; but we cannot escape
the impact of the suffering the
crew underwent in the trackless
wastes of the desert. The North
African campaign is still fresh in
our memories, and we still have
American troops in other bleak
desert lands.
Flesh and Fantasy (Universal,
Julien Duvivier) feebly and rather ineptly attempts the tremen-
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dous task of bridging the known
and the unknown. Three short,
loosely integrated episodes would
have us believe that dreams and
prognostications are not to be
taken lightly. You may find this
film rather engaging tomfooleryor you may find it a dull hodgepodge of fact and fancy. You are
not likely to be impressed, or
taken in, by its synthetic mysticism.
Adapted from Dorothy B.
Hughes' exciting novel, The
Fallen Sparrow (RKO-Radio,
Richard Wall ace) is crammed

with all the elements of a highclass mystery thriller. Would you
say that an American citizen newly escaped from one of Franco's
prisons would be safe from the
evil machinations of Spanish and
Nazi conspirators in New York
City? You would? The hero of
Miss Hughes' novel- admirably
portrayed on the screen by John
Garfield-found that the long arm
of the Gestapo could reach him
in the very heart of our great metropolis. It is an engrossing story
which unfolds against an effective
background of fear and suspense.

Oh, Do Not Steal My Precious Time
Oh, do not steal my precious time:
This is my one request, urgently prime!
For I have so much yet to do,
And how my days precipitately run:
Today, tomorrow, possibly
Perhaps ere long, like a bolt out of the blue,
rna y come, surprising me,
That final day, that fatal one.
And well you know how sweet dreaming can be
When the long day is ended duty-free.
How ill, then, would I stroll those restful strands
There in my bed through that sepulchral night
If I had not fulfilled my life's demands?
Hence this remains my constant dreaded fear,
One which refuses to subside,
That every single task neglected here
There must abide
A heavy sod, worm-gnawing, ceaseless, restless plight!
(Translated from the Slovak original by Hviezdoslav)
- JAROSLAV VAJDA.
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on the Campus
"The splendid book reviews
published in 'The Cresset'
impel us to recommend this
periodical as a 'must' for
our college youth. These potentially influential folk must
be trained to read with
Christian discernment." ...
R. W. HAHN
Executive Secretary
Lutheran Student Welfare Committee

